


WINNING HER CURVES 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER 
WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 
139 


FLORA FERRARI 


CONTENTS 


Copyright 


Series 

A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
Bratva Bear Shifters 

Lairds & Ladies 

Russian Underworld 


This Book 
Winning Her Curves 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Chapter 17 
Chapter 18 
Chapter 19 
Chapter 20 






























































Epilogue 
Extended Epilogue 


Series 

A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
Bratva Bear Shifters 

Lairds & Ladies 

Russian Underworld 


Newsletter 


COPYRIGHT 


Copyright © 2020 by Flora Ferrari. 
All Rights Reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by 
any electronic or mechanical means, including information 
storage retrieval systems, without written permission from 
the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book 
review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, 
and incidents are either the product of the author’s 
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to 
actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong 
language and sexual situations. It is intended for mature 
readers. 


À MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE 


WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Burned 
Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 
Book 12: 


Pistol 
Policed 
Driven 


Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 
Book 30: 
Book 31: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 

Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 


Book 37: SEALs : 


ae 
SY CRTC i 
Book 45: S 








n American MMA Fighter 


Book 104: Basketball Babymaker 

Book 105: Possessive Veterinarian 

Book 106: Brother’s Fireman Friend 

Book 107: Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Book 108: Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Book 109: Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Book 110: Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Book 111: Dad’s Football Friend 

Book 112: Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Book 113: Brother’s Cop Friend 

Book 114: Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Book 115: Claimed By Her Boss 

Book 116: Possessive Rider 

Book 117: Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Book 118: Possessive Undercover Cop 

Book 119: Falling For Her Boss 

Book 120: Claiming His Fashionista 

Book 121: More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Book 122: Thanksgiving With Daď s Best Friend 
Book 123: Bossy Italian 

Book 124: Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Book 125: Maid For The Italian Mafia 

Book 126: Nutcracker 

Book 127: Cowboy Cerrone 

Book 128: Chef’s Kiss 

Book 129: Claimed By The Russian 

Book 130: Bought By The Italian Mafia 

Book 131: Hot Nerd 

Book 132: Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 

Book 133: Mine 

Book 134: Taken By The Thief 

Book 135: Curves Ahead 

Book 136: Her Mafia Valentine 

Book 137: Doctor Valentine 

Book 138: Maid For The Irish Mafia 

Book 139: Winning Her Curves 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: Brooklyn Bratva 
Book 2: British Bratva 
Book 3: Bratva Billionaire 
Book 4: Bratva Babysitter 


WINNING HER CURVES 


Vincent 


I’m a self-made man and successful casino operator who 
made his own way in this life. Unlike my mob competitors, I 
don’t have family to back me up, but I do have a tight knit 
team and I’m the master of my own domain. I answer to no 
one, nothing gets me rattled. Until the day she walks in... 


She’s fucking perfect. And she’s in my Casino. 


ľd say that’s as good as possession, which is nine tenths of 
the law. Ten tenths in my books. 


Vincent’s law. 


Georgia 


I’m only here to save my dad’s ass, to get enough money to 
pay his mob debt and get the hell outta here. I’m into 
books, not slots and craps. The casino is plus sized scary 
and the looks I’m getting from the guy opposite me are 
enough to make me think I’m in for a whole lot more 
trouble than I bargained for. 


Vincent Chambers to the rescue. He’s probably the hottest 
guy on the planet, and if I can only get my foot out of my 
mouth long enough, I might even be able to get him to help 
save my dad’s ass. But something tells me he has both his 
smoldering eyes on my own curvaceous behind. 


He wants to make me his, to feed, seed then breed me. If I 
can just get past the ‘girl like me’ complex, I think I might 
have just found the man of my dreams. But is it really that 
easy? Does love at first sight really exist regardless of age 
and size differences? 


I’m prepared to die finding out. 


*Winning Her Curves is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Vincent 


He's switched the dice. Twice. But I’m not seeing that right 
now. 


Fuck that. 


The blond opposite him has shifted again in her seat, her 
tits are leaning on the green felt. I can see her fucking 
bullets for nipples through the white fabric of her top. 


My mouth goes dry, all the wetness in my own body seems 
to want to focus on what's in my pants. Wanting to swim to 
the exit, to meet with hers. 


Holy Christ. 


Her eyes lift up, and she looks straight into the hidden 
camera. It’s like she’s looking into my soul, searching with a 
longing look. Full of sad loneliness mixed with fear. 


My hand grips the edge of my desk, the other sweating on 

the mouse as I zoom in closer on her eyes, then back out to 
her face. A low growl escaping me when I see her features 
as I pull back, showing her full figure. 


She’s fucking perfect. And she’s in my Casino. 


ľd say that’s as good as possession, which is nine tenths of 
the law. Ten tenths in my books. 


Vincent’s law. 


Shithead there wants to earn some extra cash, cheating 
Uncle Vincent out of his hard earned money, but there’s 
something else. He’s looking at the girl. 


My girl. 


He looks like he knows her from somewhere and his face 
changes. 


Giving her a dirty look. 


Oh no you fucking don’t. That's double dipping. Cheating at 
dice is one thing. Eyeing my woman is another. 


And I won’t have both on the same fucking plate, not in my 
Casino. Not in my house. 


Not on my watch. 


Her eyes, blue as the sky, seem worried. She’s crap at 
craps, losing badly. But there’s something more. If only I 
could concentrate long enough to see past her perfection. 


Her ample chest is a prize, but those eyes, lips and her 
sweet hair complete me. The blond bangs, full red pout and 
bluebell twinkle, it’s the holy trinity for me, and I’m hooked. 
Her body, curvaceous and full, like a woman should be, is a 
bonus. And I’m about to cash out. 


There is a god, and he’s sent me one of his angels. 


Common sense, reason tells me to just have security pick 
them both up. Hell, they could both be playing fuck Vincent 
together. But no, I don’t think so. She’s scared, and it’s 
giving me a hard on like I’ve never known to think I’m 
gonna be the one to save her. Then take her for my very 
own. 


Dice man, I’ll get to him. For now, I need to get my own eyes 
on my girl, up close. Preferably alone and as soon as 
possible. 


I keep my gaze fixed on her, standing from my seat at my 

desk as I keep my hand on the mouse. I almost moan in pain 
as the tension in my groin, catching on my pants, which are 
supposed to be ‘casual’ fit, slice into my stiffness and loses. I 


hear a tiny tear, picturing the same happening to the future 
Mrs. Chambers out there. 


God. Imagine it, what if she was actually...steady Vince. Just 
pull yourself together, but hurry. Cheats don’t like to linger 
once you show your face on the floor, and you still need to 
nail that fucking cheat. 


As well as the one who really needs nailing... To the wall 
with my cock. 


There’s no hiding my arousal, but I can’t go out onto my 
Casino floor on display, like some tweaker at an all-night 
strip show. 


The throbbing only gets worse when I look at her though, 
she’s looking at her chips, all two of them. Then back up at 
the camera I know she can’t see. Now she’s looking at the 
door. Like she’s gonna bail. 


Fuck. 


I slip on my jacket, holding the front closed, hoping that 
does the trick. There’s dim lighting around the tables, so 
who ll see? 


I hope she does. I hope she can see what she’s doing to me, 
so we can fix the problem she’s created in my pants. So I 
can claim her on the spot. 


So I can make her mine. Show her how it’s gonna be from 
now on. 


There s a red glow from the alarm panel under the security 
monitors in front of me. The dealer’s finally figured out his 
dice have been switched, then back again. 


Took you long enough, Mickey. Losing your touch? 


Buttoning my jacket, I make my way out of my office, 
towards the elevator; grinding my jaw every second she’s 


out of my sight. The memory of her features, her frame, 
only giving a new edge to my thick bulge with every step. 


My security head, Briggs, is at my side as soon as I leave my 
office. 


“Table eight,” I announce to him calmly, “Leave it as is, but 
nobody leaves yet, got it?” 


Briggs gives a stiff nod in the affirmative, murmuring into 
his wrist as he breaks away from me to do his job, leaving 
me to do mine. 


My methods are hands on. It’s my place, so I step in when 
there’s a problem, or in this case, a fucking miracle. 


My private elevator opens, and it’s like the lights have 
dimmed, leaving only a tunnel of visible light between me 
and my mystery girl. She stands to leave the table, catching 
my heart in my throat. But her eyes meet mine and she 
freezes on the spot. Just like I do. 


Transfixed by my gaze, her lips open slightly at our first 
sighting. I notice her breath catch, then she sits down 
again, not taking her eyes off me, following to the letter the 
mental commands I’m sending her. 


Good girl, you just stay put. 
Vincent’s coming. 


As I steps towards her, I can’t take in the rest of the room. 
It’s her alone, her face and those eyes. Her perfect body 
perched on the soft casino stool. I notice her sliding the last 
two chips across. Her final bet. All or nothing. 


The crowded room parts for me like the red sea, people 
aimlessly shifting away, giving me a clear path and the 
perfect view of my girl. 


She’s not looking at the table or the dice as she casts them 
absently, she’s looking at me, as time seems to slow down, 


each beat of my heart pounding in my ribs is met with a 
new facet of her tenderness from across the room. There's 
a type of recognition in her eyes, not like the one she had 
for dice man opposite her. 


It’s a look that connects us both on a level way beyond 
mundane. 


It’s the look of two souls, finding each other in the darkness. 
Two, destined to soon become one. 


“Snake eyes, two aces...” Mickey the dealer announces, 
pushing two piles of chips over towards her. It’s a thirty to 
one shoot and she just won. 


Tell me about it. I know the feeling. 


CHAPTER 2 


Georgia 


I feel the dice leaving my hand, then it’s like time slows 
down. I don’t even watch because all I can see is him, 
whoever he is. His eyes are like glowing embers, dark and 
full of fire, burning into me, drawing a shivering breath 
from me as soon as our eyes meet. 


I flush, but not up top. All the heat in my body rushes down 
to one place, the place I know in that instant, will soon be 

filled by him. I want him to take me there and then. To own 
me. To be the first and only man to ever know me like that. 


I stood to leave, placing my last bet before losing 
everything. Losing my last chance. But then I saw him, felt 
him. Felt him inside my mind and inside my body. 


I couldn’t understand it, but did I have to? I know what I 
want as soon as I look into his eyes, which are broadcasting 
the same powerful heat from across the crowded room, 
which seems to have separated itself so he can walk across 
to me. It’s as though he has a power over everything in this 
place. Over each table, person and thing in the whole 
casino. 


Especially over me. 


I can almost feel his growl as he saunters across, directly 
towards me. There’s no doubt about it. He has his eyes on 
me and that’s just where he’s headed. 


His dark, close beard the perfect accessory to his 
impeccable suite, which although looks like an afterthought, 
is a well-planned and superbly executed ensemble of simple 
black and white, tailored with a cut that oozes power, 
performance and potency. 


Without knowing it in words, I know he’s the boss. He’s the 
boss of me now, that’s the look I’m getting and greedily 
devouring. If the feeling inside me is anything to go by, if 
this is what it’s like to be owned by him, I can’t fucking wait. 


Afraid to break his intense stare in case I lose the 
connection, I keep my focused on his eyes, oblivious to 
everything around me except the pounding in my chest, the 
dryness in my mouth and the sudden dampness in my 
panties. 


I feel compelled to touch myself, just from his smoldering 
look, only just managing to control my hand enough to 
absently stroke the collar of my blouse. But my hand is 
telling me it wants to cup my breast, pinch my nipple and 
slip something, anything; but preferably his hard, thick 
cock, all the way inside me until I scream in ecstasy all over 
his perfect member. 


I hear the dealer announce the win, and it breaks the spell. 
Time is back, playing at full speed as I hear the horrible 
man opposite curse loudly, looking right at me in a very 
different way. In a way that makes me feel scared again. 


I should be happy, I at least won some money back, but it’s 
not enough. It’s never enough for these people; the ones 
who want more even after you’ve paid. It’s a nightmare that 
dad got us into, but I’m trying to get us some breathing 
space at least. Until I can figure out a way to make it stop. 


Maybe he can help? He looks like he knows how to handle 
himself... 


I instinctively look over again, he’s close now and I can feel 
the fear replaced by something else. Pure fire. 


The man’s dangerous, but in the best way possible. As I 
catch his scent as our eyes lock again, I feel a gasp escape 
me, knowing he’s the one. 


He’s come to rescue me. 


He gives a dark but impassive glance at the man opposite 
me, who hasn’t noticed him, then he assumes control of the 
table as the dealer in charge of the dice. 


“Thank you, Michael. I’ll take it from here...” I hear him say 
in a low, smoky voice. The gravel grating right on my love 
button and playing across my chest like the charge from 
wet circuitry. 


I have to hold onto the edge of the table, letting the soft felt 
give way under my grip as I feel myself swoon in his 
presence. 


I catch the clear brightness of his eyes as he shoots me an 
imperceptible smile, which puts me at ease in a second, but 
also makes me very wet. The first hands-free pre-climactic 
gush I’ve ever had. 


He pauses to lift his nose gently, flaring his nostrils as he 
catches my scent, then lets out a low growl. He actually 
growls a deep, throaty sound, which sees the whole table’s 
eyes on him, while mine are almost rolled back into my 
head. 


“Excuse me...” he offers in a throaty voice, pretending to 
clear his throat, then focuses on the man opposite me. 


“A change of dice.” He announces flatly, registering the 
man’s micro movements that aren’t so micro. A single bead 
of sweat trickling down his chubby, shining face. 


Once the fat man has his roll of the new dice, which he 
wins, the new dealer apologizes lowly to the table, silently 
ushering over a bulky man, built like a wall to the table, 
which is suddenly surrounded by a wall of suits. 


“Ladies and gentlemen. Please remain seated. My name is 
Vincent Chambers, I am the owner and manager of this 


Casino. I must ask that each of you accompany the security 
staff member directly behind you.” 


The fat man has six guys behind him. 


I turn to see no one behind me, then feel myself jump as his 
hand gently touches my arm, almost stroking it. 


“You 1l come with me, Miss...?” 
“Georgia.” I manage hoarsely. 
“Georgia Winters” 


He bows his head slightly, taking my hand to his soft lips as I 
feel the rest of the table moving away from us. 


“Ms. Winters...” he growls again, and I feel a second surge 
of dampness in as many minutes, escalating to a quiver 
which makes my whole body, breath and soul shudder 
under his lips. 


CHAPTER 3 


Vincent 


I can’t touch her. Not yet, but I make sure to stay a few 
inches right behind her as we walk back to the elevator, 
going back up to my office. 


“This will only take a few minutes, Ms. Winters,” I smile, 
trying and failing not to look her up and down again, the full 
view of her is beyond my expectations. She stands as high 
as my chest, giving me a natural view down her curvaceous 
chest, the mirrored interior of the elevator spoiling me with 
details I hadn’t imagined. 


I usher her into my office, which I keep naturally dim, so I 
can see the monitors better, and so I don’t have to think 
about what time of day or night it is. Perpetual twilight, 
that’s my favorite time. 


There’s a wall of illuminated squares on two of the opposite 
walls, my desk facing them. On one of the giant plasma 
screens, is the image of her, frozen. A hundred shots of her 
in various stages of moving, playing, watching. 


Staring up at the camera. 


She keeps her eyes trained on the screen as she takes a 
seat without me having to ask. She seems different 
somehow. 


Relieved. 


“Am I in trouble?” she asks, looking up at me as I remain 
standing, angling the one monitor on my desk away from 
her view. The one with her tits blown up, her nipples like 
rivets. It makes me shift to even look at it again, and I fight 


the promise to myself to spill my seed all over it before the 
day is out. 


No need to waste it on the monitor. I have the real thing in 
my office now. 


“Are you? In trouble, I mean.” I ask sincerely, offering her a 
cigarette from the box on the desk, relieved when she 
shakes a no in reply. 


Good. I hate smoke. But I like fire. 


She breathes in deeply, shuddering as she collects her 
thoughts. The air between us is still thick with attraction, 
but now that we’re alone in my own space, she feels safe 
and I can tell she’s in more trouble than she cares to admit. 


“It’s complicated,” Is all she’ll say. I nod slowly, holding her 
gaze with my own. 


“How did you know where the camera was?” I ask. My eyes 
darting to the wall of images of her, most of them looking 
right into the lens. 


“T didn’t.” she says sharply, hugging her elbows. “What’s 
with filming me like that anyway? Jesus!” 


I feel a stab in my heart where there was an inferno 
moments ago. The fire’s gone from her, she’s all fear now, 
but I know she isn’t afraid of me. She has no reason to be. 


“Tm sorry,” she murmurs. “It’s just...” 


I want to go to her, to put my arms around her, to tell her to 
let me help her. But I have a casino to run, first and 
foremost. The idea that this girl is starting to call the shots 
in my mind is unnerving. 


I decide to tackle my side of it head on, we ll get to the 
crazed chemistry between us. 


I promise. 


“Who's the guy with the dice?” I ask, leaning over her, 
resting my hands on my legs. 


Fuck, she smells incredible. Like spice, flowers and the best 
fuck I’ve never had. 


I’ve worked my ass off to build my casinos. No time for a 
hint of the heat she’s broadcasting. I feel my stiffness creep 
all the way back up to my nine inches again. 


I’m not getting any younger, and I pray, I really do; that this 
girl’s got nothing to do with that scum who tried cheating 
out there. 


“I think he’s one of them.” Is all she’ll say. She hugs herself 
tighter. Her teeth practically chattering. 


“Who are they?” I ask, still not convinced. I’ve had some 
real Oscar winners over the years, had a shotgun in my 
mouth for the privilege of believing some of the bullshit 
people pull to get a safe full of dollars. 


“Them!” she announces, pointing to a screen displaying a 
group of businessmen at a table booth. Smoking cigars and 
drinking top shelf stuff. Paying for everything in cash. 


“They’re with dice guy?” I ask, interested now. 
She nods. Not able to look at the screen anymore. 


Despite everything, I know it will seem strange, but I take 
my jacket off and put it around her shoulders. She doesn’t 
even blink as she stares at the bulge rising in my pants. She 
frowns a cold smile. 


“You get a kick out of this sort of thing?” she asks coldly. 
The memory of the magic between us earlier threatened. 


I feel a stabbing in my chest for the second time, fighting 
not to justify myself to her. I keep quiet. 


I thought... ? 


I want to say it, but I don’t have to. In a second, she’s 
bawling helplessly. Like a fragile, wounded bird, I scoop her 
up into my own arms, which dwarf her size. Stroking her 
hair and shushing into her ear, telling her and then myself, 
that I know. 


She’s not one of them. 


CHAPTER 4 


Georgia 


If looking at him and wanting him is my disease, having him 
hold me is the cure. 


As soon as his arms are around me, I feel safe. Like 
everything’s going to be all right. My own arms barely 
reach around his huge, muscular neck. He holds me close, 
then as I relax into him fully, he draws me closer still, his 
lips brushing my hair. He tells me it’s all right. He tells me 
he knows. 


How could he know? 


How could anyone possibly know? But it’s all right, I’ll tell 
him. [11 tell him everything, and I can only hope he forgives 
me for acting like such a bitch. 


Right after he just holds me some more... 


KKK 


After setting me back down on the couch, Vincent draws 
one of the large leather chairs closer, using only one hand, 
as if it were a cardboard cut-out. He sits his large bulking, 
six foot five frame into it, leans in close and rests his elbows 
on his knees, bringing his fingers together. 


I sniffle some more and make full use of the tissues he’s 
given me. Blowing a real honk, I blush some more, then 
clear my throat, signaling that I think I might actually be 
done being emotional. 


“Now, let’s start over,” he says firmly, but giving me a small 
smile. He’s not angry about how things have gone so far, I 
can tell. 


I look around for a clock, then back to the door. The large 
room feels suddenly small. Vincent’s size in front of me only 
making it worse. 


“Tt’s all right,” he soothes me. His voice deep, with just 
enough husk to make it hypnotic, instantly calming me. 


“You’re perfectly safe in here, just tell me, in your own time, 
what the problem is. Who are those men and what can I do 
to help?” 


For the first time in a long time, it feels like someone 
actually wants to listen to me. I can trust Vincent, I know 
that much. The physical attraction is off the charts, on my 
end anyway; but he seems to be putting his desire to help 
me before his physical desire, which is still there. 


His eyes wander over me ready for me to tell him my story. 
It’s hard to get used to a guy looking over me and being 
genuinely interested. 


Nor something I’ve experienced. 

Ever. 

Sighing loudly, I figure 111 just get it off my chest. Maybe it’ll 
sound less terrible once I say it all out aloud? 

“My dad...He borrowed money. Twenty thousand dollars...” 
Vincent’s eyes are on mine, clear and dark. 


“He used it to pay off some of his bank debt. His business, 
he needs materials... he’s in construction, hires a dozen 


guys...” 
“Go on,” Vincent encourages me. 
“Dad paid them back, plus the fifty percent interest in a few 


months, they said he had six to settle the debt, which he 
paid in four.” 


Vincent nods his head, raising his brows at the interest but 
we both know whať s coming and he looks like he’s heard 
this story more times than it’s been told. 


“But they still wanted more, huh?” He says, saving me the 
heartache of reliving the terror of those men demanding 
more money from my dad over and over again. 


“Dad’s repaid them like three times now, plus interest and 
every time they say he still owes them more. He's lost two of 
his best workers, unable to keep them on and who knows 
how many more contracts he 1l lose... It’s killing him...” I feel 
the tears welling up again, but Vincent seems to know how 
to calm me. 


He leans over, and taking my face in one of his big hand, he 
gives my whole head and face a gentle squeeze, that’s how 
big his hands are. I’m like a figurine in his hands. 


“And what happens if your dad doesn’t pay?” he asks 
solemnly. 


I can’t even think it. Let alone bring myself to say it out 
loud. 


Vincent walks behind his desk, opens a heavy sounding 
drawer, and produces several bundles of what looks like 
freshly minted money. I hear myself gulping aloud, not 
knowing if this is the way I thought this was going to go. 


“This is enough to pay those men off,” he says matter of 
fact. “But I think they’re playing a longer game, which I 
hate to tell you, involves more than a few thousand bucks, 
or even wanting to hurt your dad.” 


He puts the bundles on the edge of his desk as he resumes 
his seat in front of me. I feel myself getting flushed again, 
the room suddenly seeming brighter, and although my 
mouth is dry, I can smell and taste everything clearer when 
Vincent is close. 


“What do they really want? How can I make them stop?” I 
hear myself asking, feeling more helpless than ever, but still 
eyeing the money, wondering why he’d have that much cash 
sitting in his desk, and why would he even show it to me like 
that? 


If he’s going to help me, what does he want in return? 


Again, my mind turns from the situation at hand, to the one 
in my mind, where he just holds me tight, kisses me and 
tells me everything’s going to be all right. 


The sound of his office phone ringing startles me, 
interrupting us both and he rises again to answer it, moving 
behind his desk. 


“...Yeah...? Interesting...” 


One hand replaces the receiver after a few long pauses and 
some more uh huh’s, his other hand collects the money on 
his way back to me. 


“Georgia. Do you trust me?” he asks, giving me a serious 
look without anything at all dangerous behind it. 


“I... Yes.” I say, not even having to doubt my feelings 
anymore. I have to trust someone at some point, and I feel I 
can trust Vincent. 


Plus, he smells amazing. Bad guys always smell bad. Vincent 
smells like an ad for something I know I just want. 


“Good.” He announces, a tone of relief in his voice as I jump 
Slightly, he puts the money down and takes both my hands 
in his again, which sends an instant charge racing to my 
heart, my ribs feeling like they’ll crack from the pressure. 


“Because I want you to stay here with me, not just while I 
work this little... problem out for you, but I want you to stay 
for good. Do you understand?” 


“No.” I hear myself say suddenly, raising my voice. 


“T don’t understand, and I don’t have to-” 


His lips are on mine, cutting me off and drowning my 
protests in the soft wetness of his lips, contrasting with the 
stubble on his chin and cheeks as he kisses me hard, but it’s 
a passionate kiss. A kiss that melts me into an instant 
puddle. 


“Do you understand now?” he breathes deeply, holding my 
face in his hands as he looks into my eyes, asking me the 
same question again. 


I feel myself nod. 


I do understand, at least I understand how much I want him 
right now, and that he’s the real deal. 


Vincent Chambers is all man and he’s the only one I'll give 
myself to, my first and only. 


That much I do understand. 


CHAPTER 5 


Vincent 


Briggs tells me dice man is quite vocal. He has plans to 
treat us all to chainsaw enemas, once he gets free and back 
to his buddies, of course. Back to his boss. 


Turns out he’s working for my competition. An arm of it 
anyway. Nothing new about that, mob casinos in Vegas are 
as old as the desert itself. What bothers me is that he’s 
talking trash in my place, that he’s got the balls to think he 
can intimidate my customers. That he can frighten my 
woman and get away with it. 


His part in cheating with loaded dice can wait. He’ll have 
none of his winnings cashed and the footage is leverage for 
at least one felony charge, like he’d care. 


I need to let the turd go free, just to see which way 
downstream he'll float. I don’t have the mob behind me to 
back me up, but Vincent Chambers is a man with resources, 
and I know how to look after myself and my casino. 


I know how to protect my woman too. 


And dice man just picked the wrong casino, the wrong 
family, the wrong father to roll over for perpetual debt 
repayments. 


I have to thank him in a way. Almost. If it wasn’t for his 
dishonesty, I might never have even bothered to check table 
eight. I might have missed Georgia Winters altogether. 


But I doubt it. 


It’s destiny. And she’s here, in my office, soon to be in my 
arms forever. That much I understand. 


“Tm holding the man who was sitting opposite you. He was 
switching the dice you both played with, I thought maybe...’ 


J 


The total absence of recognition when I say loaded dice is 
proof enough for me, the nit-picking, trust no one part of 
me that thought she could somehow still be pulling my 
chain. 


It proves it, along with the aching stiffness in my cock. 
Kissing her is like a dream come true. I look at her, her 
beautiful face, her perfect frame. She’s everything a man 
could want. And she’s not going anywhere without me ever 
again. 


“I need to let him go, though,” I say, hearing the chagrin in 
my own voice. “I can’t hold him, legally, without calling the 
cops, which I don’t want to do. Especially given the... 
delicacy of your situation.” 


Not to mention I want to handle the prick cheating at dice 
on my own. In my own special way. 


She still looks confused, pretty normal considering what 
she’s been through. To hear myself say the word delicacy 
while looking at her, is more than appropriate and I feel the 
urge to kiss her again replaced with something more 
intimate. 


Soon, Vincent. Help her first. Then make her yours. 


“Are you holding me here as well?” she asks, her clear blue 
eyes widening, but not with fear. Her pupils dilate and she 
absently wets her lips with her tongue. 


I fight not to growl out loud, but a low animal sound 
escapes me again. There’s something about her which 
makes me feel like the control I’ve spent years building up, 
is about to come crashing down. 


“Of course not.” I say. Lying. “ You re free to go whenever 
you want...” 


“But I hope to fuck you don’t. Then [11 have to drag you 
back here.” 


À coy smile plays on her sweet lips. 
“Would you really kidnap me?” 


The word changes how I feel in a second, not a phrase I’d 
like to use in the same sentence as Georgia Winters. 


“No.” I growl, shifting so she can see my thick cock aching 
for her. I don’t think it’s missed a beat since she sat down. 


“Td like to think you'll stay of your own accord.” 


Her eyes widen again at the sight of my arousal, but she’s 
still bothered by the business with her dad. I can 
understand that. I don’t think I’d feel the same way if she 
wasn’t concerned for her father first. Okay, maybe that 
wouldn’t make any difference. She could even cheat in the 
casino and I’d still be crazy about her, but I just know she’s 
not like that. 


Her father raised the perfect daughter, which is credit 
enough in my books. Without even meeting him, I can tell 
he’s a stand-up guy. 


“I just need to know my dad’s safe first,” she breathes, 
“before we...do anything else.” 


She bites her lower lip and I couldn’t agree more. I move 
back over to the phone. It’s time to flush out the trash. 


“Let him go.” Is all I say to Briggs, and hanging up; I see the 
fear return to those beautiful pools of blue that I’m now 
sworn to protect. 


CHAPTER 6 


Georgia 


Letting the bad guy go is hardly my idea of keeping my dad 
safe, and I let Vincent know in so many words. 


“Are you really letting him go?” I say loudly, intoning my 
words and standing up, legs wide. I can hear myself 
breathing heavy again, but not for Vincent this time, quite 
the opposite. 


Vincent takes a step back, his head shaking slightly. 


“Georgia.” He adds firmly, “What did I just say about 
trusting me?” 


But I’m not hearing him, I can feel myself flush with anger, 
with the smallness of my own body against Vincent’s size, 
from the whole room collapsing as I feel the panic rising. 


I need out. The air in here is too thick, and I don’t like the 
game Vincent’s playing anymore. 

“T need to leave,” I say lowly, wringing my hands and 
looking at the floor in front of Vincent. 

“T need you to let me go now. I want to go home.” 


Vincent gives a friendly scoff, moving towards me again, his 
hand raised to touch my arm. 


“Don’t touch me!” I spit, “Just open that door and give me 
the money I won, let me go!” 


Vincent’s brow bunches together, and he pinches the skin 
between his eyes, taking in a deep breath. 


“Georgia, please. If we could just...” But I’m already at the 
door, pounding on it and Vincent knows [11 start screaming 
if he doesn’t let me out. 


I feel the rush of anxiety race through me as reason flies 
away from me. The only thing I want is out. To run from the 
room, from the casino, and against my heart’s better 
judgment, from Vincent. 


“All right,” he says, raising his voice just enough to catch my 
attention without frightening me any more than I’ve already 
frightened myself. 


He continues shaking his head, picks up the money off the 
floor, and places it in a brown paper bag rolling the top over 
and handing it to me. 


With one hand on the door, the other still clutching the 
money bag, he leans his weight against it, hoping to change 
my mind as we stand close again. 


“T think you’re making a mistake Georgia... Please, let me 
handle this in my own way...” 


My hand flexes on the bag as I take it, shaking and jerking 
with nerves as I hear myself whimper. 


“Just let me out..." 


The rush of cooler air from the corridor blasts my senses. I 
instantly feel stupid for making such a big deal out of 
nothing, but I still want out. Being locked in an office with a 
stranger, hot as he is, won’t get my dad out of trouble. 


I have to focus on what I came here for today, not get lost in 
some hot guy s eyes I don’t even know. 


“You 1l need me to let you down the elevator,” Vincent says 
in his low, smoky voice. I look at him with pleading eyes, but 
he looks like he’s already made his mind up to let me go. 


I know iť s what I just asked for, but a shooting stab in my 
chest makes me feel a sense of rejection regardless. 


Exhaling loudly, Vincent swipes his keycard through the slot 
by the gleaming elevator doors, which opens instantly. 


“T want you to stay, Georgia. It’s not safe for you right now... 
At least let me have a car take you...” 


But I’m already in the elevator. I can see Vincent deciding 
whether or not to force the issue, his hand almost reaching 
to stop the doors from closing, but his smoldering eyes are 
the last thing I see before my own frightened and pale stare 
back at me from the mirrored finish of the doors as they 
close. The elevator automatically going down, opening on 
the floor I came up on. 


KKK 


One of the security men from before has eyes on me like 
he's gonna stop me or something. He gets within a few feet 
as I hurry towards a doorway exit, when his head cocks 
slightly, presses a finger to his earpiece, then stops 
suddenly, walking casually the other way. 


It’s an uneasy feeling I get, with all the men who look like 
security, suddenly giving me space, making sure I get out of 
the casino without them being anywhere near me. I feel 
them eyeballing me as I make it to the doorway. 


I should feel relief; but my heart’s in my throat as I 
remember Vincent’s words to me just a few minutes before. 


I want you to stay, Georgia. It’s not safe for you right now... 
Shit! Why didn’t I stay? What am I doing? 


I need to focus. Just get in a cab, or an Uber, even better, 
then get to dad and give him the money. Then we can worry 
about what happens next when it happens. 


I’m nervous holding a bag full of money, it feels like the 
most expensive sack lunch, but for once I hope a plus sized 
girl carrying a brown paper bag really does look like her 
next snack, and not tens of thousands of dollars. At least 
that’s how much it feels like. 


It all feels suddenly heavy in my hand. My legs feel heavy 
and I feel sick. 


Oh Vincent. What am I doing? 


I balance the bag with my phone, punching in an Uber ride 
request, with a driver showing just a few blocks away. 


At least I won’t be waiting here too long. 


The security at the door is pretending not to see me, but 
he’s scanning the crowds as they come in and out the same 
way I did. I notice a few more men, all dressed in the same 
style, all wearing the supposed to be invisible earpieces, but 
once you know what you’re looking for, they stand out like 
nothing else. 


I can’t see Vincent but it feels like I have a dozen sets of his 
eyes on me. Watching everything. 


I figure maybe he’s let me go for good. Cashed out my chips 
and saved himself the trouble of having me in his hair after 
all. 


He did tell you not to leave Georgia. Just sayin’. 
Shut. Up. 


I hear a tiny honk and look up, catch the wave of my Uber 
driver as he pulls into the pick-up area out front. His icon is 
showing him down the street, but it hardly ever matches 


up. 
Breathing a huge sigh of relief, I stump into the back seat, 
the blast of cool air from the A/C a welcome gift. 


I look up at the huge glass pillar that is Chambers casino, 
still hoping for something that might’ve been, but steadying 
myself to deal with what lies ahead , vowing to get the 
money to dad. To move on with my life from here. 


The sound of the doors locking sends a ripple of panic 
through me, capped off by the message from my Uber 
driver...a few cars behind me. 


I’m here, where are you going? 


CHAPTER 7 


Vincent 


It takes everything I’ve got to let her walk out. I would 
never put my woman in danger, I told myself that just 
minutes beforehand. And that’s still true. I need to see 
which way the dice man is going to roll, who he goes home 
to. I can’t do that if he thinks I’m holding Georgia. He’d 
smell a rat and disappear, going straight to Georgia’s 
daddy, who I have no idea where he is. 


If I let everybody go, he’s most likely to follow her, or go 
straight to his boss. Either way, I can’t help but feel 
Georgia’s in some danger, with my help or without it. 


But she’s not in danger, not anymore. Dice man left without 
a squeak, a private car picked him up and he and his 
buddies all left the casino without a word, not even blinking 
when paying their bill. I have a tail on dice man, that’s a 
work in progress. 


Georgia is my number one priority. 


She has two dozen of my best men surrounding her every 
step of the way. The order given to use the lock-down alarm 
if anything happens inside the casino. 


If anyone tries anything, with the punch of a hand held 
control, the entire casino locking down in around eight 
seconds, doors, elevators, everything. Nobody gets in or 
out. 


But it won’t come to that, I have to tell myself that as I take 
the elevator down to the exit a few moments after she’s 
gone. 


Outside of the casino? That's a different story. There’s only 
so much I can control outside. If things get heavy, there's no 
lock down alarm on reality. Not out there in the big bad 
world. Not on the Vegas strip. 


So I have a back-up plan to follow her home, see her dad, 
then step in and take them both back with me until I can 
sort out this whole mess. It makes no sense to have either 
her or her father wandering around the same city as those 
scumbags who won't let up, no matter how much money 
they get. 


Briggs has his number one guy on the door, watching the 
street. The men inside do their best to stay out of plain 
sight. 


Briggs himself is at the ready, and so am I, waiting to follow 
in a convoy of trucks from the underground garage, a 
secured area for loading and unloading cash and 
receivables for the whole building. 


It all happens very fast, but exactly as I’d hoped. Briggs in 
the rear, me up front of her so called Uber or cab ride, 
blocking it from making it to the main road. 


Security at the door tells us she’s using her phone for an 
Uber, there are cabs on the strip waiting and I know she 
isn’t calling her dad for a ride. 


The same security alerts us to the suspect vehicle, driven by 
none other than one of the creeps from the bar, associates 
of dice man. 


The ten ton armored cash truck I’m driving forces the car 
Georgia’s in to stop suddenly, missing us by inches. Briggs 
takes up the rear with the laundry rig, another large truck, 
blocking the shithead’s only other exit. 


We both casually exit, and men stream from the casino and 
the back of both trucks, the driver realizing he’s beat 


throws his hands up and is led away without any weapons 
even being drawn. Both trucks recede back into the 
building and the trash is taken off the street. 


I see to it that Georgia is taken care of personally. 


Opening her door, I barely have a chance to breathe before 
she hurls herself into my arms, holding me so tight, it 
makes me think she might lift after all. 


I hold her close, and lift her up as my face nuzzles hers, I 
plant a wet kiss on her cheek. 


“How did you know?” she gasps. Tears streaming down her 
cheeks as I catch them with my lips. 


“T didn’t mean to run, Vincent. I just got scared. Scared for 
my dad, scared a guy like you might actually be 
interested...” But I don’t let her say it. I don’t even want her 
thinking like that anymore. 


“T was never gonna let you go, Georgia. Not just now, not 
ever, d’ya hear me? Never let you go...” 


“Oh Vincent... I should’ve listened, I'm sorry. I just... my 
dad.” 


“Tt’s all right baby,” I croon into her billowing locks, “tell me 
where he is, we'll get to him before they do, I promise.” 


I bring her lips to mine, pressing hard and with an urgency 
that I hope makes her understand how important she is to 
me. That she never has to run from anything or anyone ever 
again, not even herself. 


I have to make her mine, to claim her as my own; but 
getting her old man safe is key, especially having rubbed 
her debtors up the wrong way by stepping in the middle of 
their business. 


“Now will you stay with me?” I ask, brushing her hair from 
her face, and wiping her tears away with my thumb as she 


nods like a sheepish child. 


I want to pick her up, scoop her into my arms and carry her 
across the threshold, but there’s still work to be done. 


Once she’s given Briggs her dad’s possible whereabouts, 
address, and phone number I assure her we can breathe 
easier, that Briggs and the men will do their jobs. We’ll get 
her dad and keep him safe. 


The man on the door steps in front of me, looking from 
Georgia to me. “I wouldn’t have let them get away sir, I just 
need you to know that...” he says earnestly, registering the 
status of our newest guest. 


My woman. 


I shoot him a glance that tells him to never forget it, and we 
move in through the huge front doors into the main lobby. 
The glass, chrome and marble sending splinters into my 
eyes, making the choice to leave my aviators on easier. 


Back inside, as we go back to the elevator, I feel her hand 
slipping into mine and she squeezes it gently. Once we’re 
inside the elevator, I have one arm around her waist and my 
other hand at the base of her neck, kissing her again. I 
don’t care anymore. I can’t contain how I feel and she may 
as well know about it. 


“Tm gonna...” I start to growl, lifting my hand from her 
waist to her ample chest, squeezing her tits through her 
blouse. 


“T know,” she says breathless, and her hand travels down 
from my chest, stroking the front of my pants with her palm 
as I feel my cock stiffen to full attention in anticipation. 


It’s tempting to hit the emergency stop, I can’t wait another 
minute to be inside her, to fill her with my seed, but I want 
it to be special. I plan to take her to her new home. My 
personal suite on the top floor, overlooking the whole city. 


“You weren’t going to let me leave at all, were you?” 
Georgia purrs, tracing her hands over me as I pick her up, 
just as the doors open. The doorway of our new life. 


“Out of my sight, away from my casino? Not for a single 
minute.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Georgia 


“The money...” I gasp, and Vincent bites my neck in 
reprisal, holding me up as If I’m as light as a feather in his 
arms as he strides towards a huge set of double doors. 


“Don’t worry about it,” he says casually, “was it in the car? 
Then the guys will have it by now. It’s under control baby, 
trust-” 


“I know, I know-” I start to say, but it’s really true this time. 
I do trust him mow. With my life. With my dad’s life too. 


“And Vincent?” I ask, looking up into his eyes as he kicks 
both doors open after swiping his card. 


“Don’t ever stop calling me baby...” I nestle into his huge 
chest, his arms like fleshy furniture that just fit my whole 
body, making me want to curl up into him forever. 


“You got it, baby.” he says, nice and deep so I can feel the 
vibrations from his chest ripple through my body. 


I gasp again, and he laughs softly, easing down a few short- 
carpeted steps into a sunken living area, which overlooks a 
glass chrome framed view of the whole city. 


“Welcome to my home...” he says humbly, but I notice 
something else almost playing on his lips, which he lets rest 
as he puts me down, my squealing and fidgeting to get free 
no secret so I can rush to the windows and drink in the 
spectacular view. 


It dawns on me what it must mean to own a whole casino. 
My own money and personal problems are put into 
perspective. Looking left, then right, I can’t believe I’m 


even in the same city. I’ve never seen a view like it from 
anywhere. 


The whole penthouse suite is in the same style as the 
casino. Big marble tiles, golden brass fittings and chrome 
lined glass everything. It’s modern, but has an ancient 
Greece feel somehow. Vast, hypnotic and intoxicating. 


“It’s just... beautiful.” Is all I can manage, overcome by 
everything, the view, the penthouse; but most of all by 
Vincent. 


“Tt certainly is,” he says, stroking my hair back behind my 
ear, not even taking in the view from the window. 


He hugs me from behind, lowering his head to kiss my neck, 
which I discover is a new and instant sweet spot for my own 
arousal. I want to give myself to Vincent, I want him to take 
me as his own, to claim me. To own me. 


But in the full light from the window, with everything that’s 
happened. His own chiseled good looks and rugged 
masculinity, this luxury penthouse... his perfect body. 


I feel more than just a little out of place. 


“What is it?” Vincent asks, picking up on my mood, “I said 
we'll get your dad, didn’t I? We’ll sort it all out baby, I 
promise,” he murmurs, nuzzling my neck again and letting 
his hands stray to my chest, which despite my reservations, 
grows firmer, my nipples broadcasting my own physical 
feelings at least. 


He turns me gently, kissing me again. I’m lost in him, but 
I’m still too self-conscious to let my guard down completely. 
He pulls away and frowns, sitting me down on a couch as he 
squats in front of me, holding my chin between his thumb 
and forefinger. 


“Out with it.” He commands me. “What’s wrong?” he asks. 
“How do I get horny Georgia back?” his face is so serious, 


but his question so silly, I can’t help but laugh. 


“Well?” he says sternly, “I’m waiting young lady...” but he 
can’t keep a straight face either, and he falls forward onto 
me, both of us dissolving in the huge leather couch. 


“I just feel..I dunno...” It’s all I can manage before he 
plants his lips on mine again, and I forget what I was even 
thinking as his beard tickles my face, sending ripples of 
delight down below as I imagine the same sensation 
between my legs. 


He slides down, resting one hand on my chest, kneading my 
breasts through my blouse, while his other slides up my 
long skirt, which he’s hitched up without any effort, like his 
hand is magnetized to the most sensitive parts of my body. 


I moan aloud, opening my legs automatically, willing his 
whole hand to touch me there, right where I need him the 
most. He growls again, reverberating through me, exciting 
me beyond belief as my clit stiffens to an aching throb, my 
nipples like rivets under his fingertips. 


“T want you Georgia. I want to fuck you ‘til you scream my 
name and suck the seed from my balls...” 


Hearing Vincent talk dirty to me is more than I can take, it’s 
everything I’m thinking and feeling myself, my need to have 
him take me is mounting beyond my own control. 


My feelings of self-consciousness...the doubt about him 
wanting me physically? Once he hitches my skirt up high 
enough and pulls my panties aside to plant his face on my 
hot pink hole, I take that as a given that he’s interested, 
physically I mean. 


Using both hands, I press his head into me, his own mouth 
and tongue responding by unsheathing my swollen bud 
from its hood and swirling it with just the right amount of 
pressure to draw a stiff, gasping jolt of disbelief from me. 


Fuck, he’s good. Am I doing this right? 


I’ve never known oral pleasure, but I can just tell, like 
everything he seems to touch, Vincent’s very, very good at 
it. 

I try and speak, trying to tell him, but his deep growls and 
rumbles as he eats me out send shockwaves of pleasure 
straight to a new place, deep inside me, making it itch for 
the feeling of him inside me. 


Coming up for air, Vincent’s strong hands take over where 
his tongue left off, circling my clit and splaying my lips, in 
time with my own thrusting and grinding, my gaping 
wetness hotter than ever for his cock now. I have no doubts. 
I’m ready. 

I want it. 


Inhaling my scent as he sways his head above my mound, 
he looks up at me with greedy eyes, savoring his prize, 
before diving back in for the second round, which I feel 
more than ever as my own climax quickly builds. 


His grunts and moans are suddenly cut short though, along 
with mine. 


Replaced with a growl of a different tone as he curses 
aloud. 


The phone next to us ringing. 


“Sorry, Baby,” he grimaces, “I really do have to get that...” 


CHAPTER 9 


Vincent 


The phones in my penthouse flashes red meaning I have to 
take it. It’s like the Armageddon code of phone signals 
within the casino. Reserved for emergencies like shootings, 
serious fire or in this case, getting Georgia’s dad back. 


I try to keep the magic going with my hand, but once 
Georgia gets the drift of the call, it’s useless. I feel my own 
stiffness almost waning, hard as it is to imagine, but the 
news isn’t exactly good. 


Another time, I just booked my rain checks for the next fifty 
years, girl... 


“What do you mean exactly?” I ask Briggs, trying and failing 
not to let the disappointment show in my voice. 


“Tm sorry, Vincent. We got to his house. It was empty. One 
of our men saw a car in the street with the door open and 
engine running. Abandoned. It was his car all right. He’s 
nowhere in sight...I wish we had-” 


I hang up, feeling a dropping sensation in my gut. The look 
on Georgia’s face isn’t helping, she stands straightening her 
clothes and moving over to the window. The view suddenly 
not so great anymore. 


“Ts he...?” she asks. I know what she’s asking and I have to 
admit that I just don’t know. 


I watch for just a second from behind, but as soon I see her 
shoulders jerk, I’m by her side, my arms around her, 
holding her close. 


“We don’t know where he is...” I manage, “not yet, anyway. 
They found his car, but that could mean anything.” I hear 


myself saying, barely convinced by my own tone. 


Thinking for a moment, I ask her just one more thing before 
deciding to keep quiet, letting her process what's 
happened. 


“Is there anywhere else your dad would go? Anywhere he 
might even think about going?” 


Georgia scowls, and draws a breath in, priming me for a 
verbal blow. But she suddenly softens, turning to hug and 
kiss my cheek instead, smiling suddenly. 


“Yes I do.” She says matter of fact before creasing her brow 
again, “at least...I hope that’s where he is." 


The phone rings again, and I snatch it up angrily. Before I 
can chew him out, Briggs is on the front foot. 


“Vincent. Remember that time you told me to tell you to 
fuck yourself if you were way out of line when it came to 
judgment calls on important issues?” 


“Yes,” I sigh deeply, eating my own words with a serving of 
what I smell as humble pie in the oven baking to follow. 


“Well,” Briggs adds, “I won’t go that far, but you didn’t let 
me finish. We got a call. Rossi. He has our boy and he wants 
to talk.” 


Rossi. 
I figured, but I also thought we had a little more time. 


“Put him on,” I say, wanting to get back to my real interest 
at hand, Georgia. 


“Uh... he didn’t wait. Just said to tell you they want the 
daughter that goes with the father. You stepped over a line, 
interfering in their affairs. His words, boss, not mine.” 


My jaw tightens and my eyes narrow, the handset creaks as 
I grip it tighter. 


“How much?” I ask, hoping the greasy spider might have 
put a price on his fucked up game, money seems to interest 
him more than anything. 


“There was no mention of that, Vincent. Just the girl. Turns 
out your own interest in her has-” 


I won't hear it. I don’t let him finish. 


“Georgia Winters is under my protection now, Briggs. As 
much as the main vault’s contents, understand me? So get 
Rossi on the phone for me, or bring me Mr. Winters back 
safe and sound, at any cost. Got it?” 


I slam the phone down, shattering the headset and cracking 
the glass tabletop underneath. 


Georgia’s withdrawn into herself again. Not from fear of my 
own outburst, but at the knowledge they have her father. 


“We'll get him back,” is all I can say. I move over to her, 
rubbing her back as I sit down next to her. Feeling her lean 
into me is the biggest relief. The last thing I want is to upset 
her, she’s my girl now. I need to take care of her. 


She keeps hugging her arms as she sits staring into space, 
past the view. Out to an uncertain and scary future. But I 
can’t let her even think that way, let alone consider it 
happening myself. 


“T’ll make a deal with Rossi. Whatever it takes,” I say calmly. 


“Who’s Rossi, anyway?” Georgia scowls, shaking her head, 
irritated at the way it’s gone so far, which I can relate to. 


I sigh through puffed cheeks, blowing out more breath than 
I should be wasting on describing the man. 


“He’s old school mafia. Our biggest competition on the 
strip. He tried his tactics on me when I started here, but I 
have more money and guns than he has goons on minimum 
wage, so he backed off.” 


“Guns?” Georgia asks, her eyes widening, looking nervously 
at me. 


“A necessary security thing, with all the cash,” I assure her. 
She nods slowly, not even trying to buy it. 


“Just tell me one thing, Vincent?” she asks, turning to face 
me. 


“What would you do if it was your dad? Would you handle it 
the same way, would you do it like this?” 


I feel the familiar stab again. The pain in my heart when I 
feel Georgia’s pain, when I feel her hurting. It’s something I 
wish I could prevent before it happens, but I can’t. 


“T don’t know, Georgia.” I hear myself saying dryly. 


“T don’t have a father. Never did, or a mother. All I have is 
the family I made around me, my men and this casino. But I 
do know one thing,” I continue, standing up and going over 
to the window, “I’ll get your father back and then I’ll make 
you see how much you mean to me. That you’re everything 
a man could ever want in a woman and more.” 


I turn to face her before she rushes into my arms, “Oh 
Vincent.” she sobs, “I’m sorry... I didn’t know...” 


“Don’t be sorry Georgia, not for me. And keep that anger 
you have for Rossi, save it. You might just need it later on.” 


“You hungry?” I ask her, seriously feeling the need to put 
something hot and salty in my mouth again. 


CHAPTER 10 


Georgia 
“How can you want to eat at a time like this?” 


But hearing myself say it, I recall just how much I wanted 
him eating something just moments ago. I feel the rumble of 
my own belly at the thought of food, eager to be filled as 
much as the rest of me. Anything Vincent offers me, I want. 


I have to take him at face value, to believe him. He keeps 
telling me that he’ll get my dad back, and that he does in 
fact have an interest in me, no matter how much I keep 
trying to convince myself that the chemistry between us 
couldn’t be real. That Vincent couldn’t be interested in a 
plus sized girl. 


Everything his body language is telling me is to the 
contrary. He wants me, and I know how much I want him. 


“Do you have anything with meat?” I ask, greedily flaring 
my eyes at the sight of his, burning into me again as he 
presses his pelvis against my body, bring me back to full 
arousal with the heat of his cock through his pants, 
sparking my own wet heat all over again. 


Maybe he has a perpetual hard on? Like some people have 
a lazy eye or a lisp. 


“T have meat for you whenever you want it,” he quips, not 
even trying to hide his smirk. 


He moves past me, but keeps a grip on my wrist, guiding 
me through to a large kitchen area, galley style, with the 
main counter made from the same piece of solid marble 
acting as an arch, looking through to the lounge and out 
over the view of the city. 


I try holding his hand as much he wants, but at some point 
he has to let go, so he can get food from the fridge, lighting 
the stove and choosing a pan like he could do it blindfolded. 


“Let me guess?” I ask knowingly, “you can cook too.” 


He flashes me one of his smiles, and I feel the wetness in my 
panties actually starting to run down my thighs. The more I 
see him, smell him up close; the more I see of Vincent 
Chambers in action, the more I want his huge cock inside 
me, filling my womb with his seed. 


His wink pushes me over the edge, and I lurch over to him, 
grabbing his free hand as soon as the steak has hit the 
sizzling pan, guiding it back to my hot, aching pussy. 


“You'll cross contaminate.” He warns, “Beef and... Georgia 
on the same hand...” 


I growl like a possessed animal, and he reads my mind, 
catching me as I leap up into his arms, hooking my legs 
around his back, a satisfactory hardness between my legs, 
pushing up against me as I start to grind onto him. 


Turning my body away from the heat, he starts to deliver 
his own, setting me on the cool marble counter across from 
the stove top, his hand grabbing my chest and squeezes 
hard, his narrow waist burrowing into the space I’ve made 
for him, opening my legs to him. He kisses me deeply, and I 
don’t even care about how I look anymore. I just want this 
man inside me, I want to give him my body and let him help 
me into womanhood. To show me how a man makes love to 
his woman. 


“How do you want it?” he snarls, raising his top lip, nearing 
his teeth as he pinches my nipple extra hard, twisting it 
between his thumb and fingers. 


“Vincent...” is all I can manage, whimpering his name 
aloud. I feel myself about to climax, at least that’s what it 


feels like. Coming in my panties just being held by him, the 
concept isn’t far-fetched at all. He could make me come 
rivers just by looking at me, I know he could. 


“Make me a woman,” I groan, shimmying forward, eagerly 
grinding myself against his rod through his pants. “Fuck me 
like I know you want to...take me right here.” 


His eyes narrow and his growl returns, with his hands 
gripping me even harder, taking everything I have, 
bunched up tight in each of his strong hands. I feel my nails 
dig into his own flesh through his shirt, which only makes 
his sounds deeper, more Satisfied. Like the growl of a freed 
slave, destined to taste the objects of his long held desire 
for the first time. 


“T want to put a baby in you,” he says deeply, startling me 
out of my own wildness for a moment. 


“T want to eat, lick, suck and fuck you from here to 
eternity... but I need you to tell me you want it. I need you 
to tell me it’s what you want.” 


I can feel the hardness of his cock parting my lips through 
my sodden panties. They’re drenched and feel like a second 
skin. 


“T want you to, Vincent. I want you to come inside me, make 
a baby with me, make ten! I want you more than anything.” 
“Say your mine then, say it out loud,” he commands, 
sending a thrill up my quivering spine as I hear a seam of 
fat rupturing on the steak behind him. 


“Tm yours Vincent. Take me! Just fill me up, give it to me 
before I burst...” 


With one hand, he expertly frees himself from his pants. I 
can’t help but gasp at seeing his cock for the first time, the 
swollen, plum sized head expanding into a deep purple, the 


gloss shining as it pumps to full attention after being freed 
from its cloth prison. 


He’s panting, gripping it with one huge fist and it still looks 
huge against his massive hand. I tremble at the thought of 
it splitting me in two, pushing my panties aside his gentle 
guiding and probing, making sure he can ease all of his 
meat into me without hurting me is obvious. 


“Fuck!” he cries out suddenly, making me jump. 


He turns briefly, giving me the best profile of his abs 
through his shirt clinging to him and his arcing stiffness, all 
against the background of the biggest steak I’ve ever seen, 
sizzling in a hot pan. 


He flips it quickly, drawing fresh sizzle from the meat and 
pokes it with a finger, which he lets me taste after he moves 
the pan off the heat. 


“For after,” he says knowingly, and resumes tracing the 
smooth heat of his cock around my twitching hole. 


CHAPTER 11 


Vincent 


The feel of her is almost more than I can take, but I have to 
save my seed a little longer, at least until I’m inside her. It’s 
a jaw grinding effort, and I can feel the pre come flowing 
from me like water, but I need to focus. For her. For our 
children’s sake. 


She lifts her knees higher, pulling me further forward into 
her with her heels on my ass. 


I get a little further into her creamy wetness, and then I feel 
it. Her eyes widen and she winces a little. 


I open my mouth to speak, but she pushes herself onto me, 
a tiny whimper escapes her as she takes the next third of 
my cock, before greedily jutting herself onto the rest, taking 
all of me that she can. 


“Fuck you Tre tight,” I gasp, feeling my balls rising, closing 
my eyes as I try not to come, but it’s not too far off, I can 
tell. Feeling her wetness; her tight hole stretched around 
me like this, everything about her. It’s just not something 
I’m able to stop from happening right now. 


I guess that's why it’s called coming. Not waiting, or 
postponing, but coming. 


I feel my own breath shuddering, her body grinding against 
my hardness, flicking an invisible switch. Opening the 
floodgates as I start to twitch and jerk inside her. 


Her eyes roll back, then force themselves open as she grabs 
both my hands and stares into mine, her own convulsions 
starting to match the rhythm of my thick jets, pumping my 


seed deep inside her as her tightness quivers over the hard 
stem of my cock, balls deep inside her. 


I should feel awkward, embarrassed even. Coming as soon 
as I got inside her, but what did she think was gonna 
happen? She feels too good wrapped around my cock. 


But my fears are laid to rest at her smile of complete 
satisfaction, making me feel on top of the world. She draws 
me close to her, and I lay there, letting my full weight press 
against her as her channel clenches my waning hardness, 
causing me to twitch inside her. 


We laugh. And it feels like a natural, safe laughter from her 
now. She’s not hung up on what I think and I know she can 
love me like this, even if I only last a few seconds. We have 
the rest of our lives to explore each other. Tl see to that. 


Once I slip out of her, she pouts. Pretending to be annoyed. 
But I can also tell she’s glad to be vertical again, up off the 
hard granite countertop. 


I don’t even try to put my cock away. He can hang free now. 
He’s met his new parking space and he’s happy to bob and 
flex, twitch and slide around as I finish up getting the steak 
on a plate for us both to share. 


“Fuck me, feed me, breed me, is that it?” I hear her giggle 
from the other side of the counter, sitting at a stool now; 
waiting with a knife and fork in hand. 


I can’t help but laugh out loud, also wishing she’d put her 
legs up someplace. Keeping all seed where it should be. 


I put the large platter sized plate in front of her and she 
cocks a brow. 


“Aren’t you having one?” she jokes, and I suggest we retire 
to the lounge, so she can be more comfortable. 


Her sly grin lets me know she gets that I’m up to something 
and, with wobbly legs, I watch her fine ass as she trots back 
to the lounge, laying back on the large leather couch, which 
wheezes a sigh of happiness as she floats down until she’s 
perched just right. 


I sit myself down on the edge of the couch, cutting a piece 
of steak, then feeding it to her before taking a piece for 
myself. 


I worry she might think it’s stupid or something, but just 
like me wanting to fill her with my seed, I want to nourish 
her with my food. I want to show her, not just tell her how 
I’m gonna look after her. How it’s gonna be from now on. 


“T mightn’t always spoon feed you” I say, “But I will spoil 
you. Rotten.” 


She grins wide and snaps up a piece of prime beef into her 
mouth through her pouty lips, which I bend over to kiss, 
tasting her and the meat on mine. 


“Delicious” is all I can say. She is. The whole day, despite its 
problems, has been the greatest day of my life so far. 


“Do you always bring girls up here? Do you always feed 
them as well?” she asks, her face dropping when she sees 
my reaction. 


“T don’t have other girls,” I say quickly, trying not to show 
the hurt I suddenly feel. 


Why would she say that? 
“Guys then?” she jokes, but it’s not funny anymore. 
“Georgia.” I state firmly, setting the steak aside. 


“What just happened, what’s happening now, it’s a big deal 
for me. I don’t have floozies dripping off each arm, and 
despite what you might think, it’s not always easy being the 
pin up boy either.” 


She creases her mouth, “Sorry,” she whispers. “I just feel 
like I’m dreaming and that any minute you'll.” 


“Well I won't,” I snap, not meaning to sound angry, but 
needing to show her I’m sick of her self-doubt already. 


“This is no trick baby. This is real, all of it. You belong to me 
now, remember? You gave yourself to me, heart, soul, mind 
and body. 111 hold you to that and more. I swear to protect 
you and to honor you forever.” 


Her eyes go wide, then misty. I kiss her again, hard at first, 
then slow, moving my hands over her body again, delighting 
in the smoothness of her skin and the freshness of her 
everything. 

“Do you always get angry after you fuck?” she eventually 
asks me, trying not to laugh. 


“Maybe I do.” I hear myself saying. “As much as you get 
mouthy...” 


“Then put some more meat in it, will ya?” she says, 
chomping her bared teeth, opening her mouth wide as I 
reach back for the plate of steak, wishing I’d cooked two 
after all. 


“Hungry?” I ask, as she snaps another huge mouthful. 


“Starving,” she says and lets me kiss her again before we 
both finish our food in silence. 


CHAPTER 12 


Georgia 


I feel different already, wondering if someone can get 
pregnant straight away. Maybe not, but who knows? It sure 
felt like Vincent got up there far enough, Jesus! I’m proud I 
could take all of him the first time. 


Should I tell him it was my first time, or let him guess? 


I watch him get up, torn between watching his eyes or his 
cock, or his ass as he saunters off. I must look like I’m 
having a fucking seizure, my eyes all over place every time I 
see him naked, or even half naked. 


I absently struggle to cover myself though, something 
Vincent’s quick to pick up on. 


“You don’t have like a throw or something?” I ask feebly. 


“No.” he says sternly, lifting one of my legs like it’s a 
chicken bone, just long enough to drink in a view of my 
money shot before letting it back down. 


“T want to see every bit of you, Angel cake. I want you to sit 
there, in my juices a while longer, until I’m satisfied you’ve 
soaked up all those little Vincent’s.” 


“Aren’t you taking the whole baby thing a bit too seriously?” 
I ask, “I mean...” but the look on his face is so intense, I 
can’t fault it. He’s a man on a mission, thriving on the 
notion; the prospects of his recent emission. 


Vincent Chambers wants a baby, and he’s damn well gonna 
have one. 


“Fuckin’ A’ he says, reading my thoughts, pecking my cheek 
and then checking his gleaming gold Rolex. 


“T think we should try again in about... oh, how ‘bout right 
now,” he smirks, and pulls me close to him again, his proud, 
stiff heat pressing into my belly, as if he never went soft. 


The phone from the next room over rings shocking us both 
into an awkward stillness. Part of me wants to tell him not 
to get it, but I know he has to. I wanted us to just hang out, 
to get to know each other some more, without the dreadful 
truth having to come crashing down on us again. 


He presses a finger to my lips and leaves to answer the 
phone. He comes back into view, so he can look at me while 
he’s talking. He makes an insane movement with his hand, 
ordering me to keep my legs up, which makes me laugh, 
even though part of me still wants to cry. 


The part about dad. 


I watch as his body flexes as he breathes. His abs 
contracting with each intake of air, his neck like ribbons of 
muscle as he moves his huge arm slightly. His whole shape, 
his manhood, it’s like poetry in motion and I resign myself 
to the damp fact that I could actually look at him all day 
long. 


It sounds like he’s talking to Briggs again, but there’s no 
mention of my dad. Vincent’s voice goes low and he 
murmurs something I can’t hear. But dammit, if the man’s 
cock hasn’t missed a beat and is still pounding out an 
upbeat tempo with each strain of his beautiful heart, 
glistening like a beacon for my soggy wetness from across 
the room. 


Do I want to be tied to a guy who just wants to fuck? To 
feed, seed and breed me? 


I think I do. I honestly do. 


Looking around at the furniture, the soft carpets and the 
stylish art on the walls, the cleanliness of the place and that 


view... all right. I’m in. I’m fucking in. 


Just be safe dad. Help get him back Vincent, and we can 
play baby maker as often as you like. 


My thinking quickly turns into a bizarre deal with god, or 
maybe the devil? 


If Vincent gets daddy back, I’ll do whatever he tells me for 
the rest of my life. 11l even give him ten babies, one after 
the other, if that’s what he wants. 


Deal? 


No answer, but I’m hoping, like the froth in my percolator, 
that the answers we want, the things we wish for with all 
our hearts, take more than a few seconds to fully form. The 
rest of the world, the whole universe has to catch up. 


Vincent hangs up, jolting me back from my reverie. 


“What is it?” I ask, trying not to sound worried about my 
dad, but actually wanting to pee like nothing else on earth 
suddenly. But I just know Vincent’s not gonna let me do 
that, not until I’m well and truly fertilized. 


“No word from Rossi just yet, but I figured that much. Your 
dad is safe, know that much. Rossi won’t do anything stupid, 
he’s just testing the waters, seeing how much he can drag 
this out to make his end price worth the nervous wait.” 


“Has he done this before?” I ask, grateful that Vincent isn’t 
sugar coating anything for me. 


“Not like this, not with me.” He snorts, “But he has had 
dealings with me before, and he’s always agreed to back 
down so I have high hopes it will end well,” he says, with 
such a degree of confidence that I almost tell him I love 
him. 


A bit too soon for that don’t you think, Georgia? 


Hell no. I just met the man of my dreams, lost my virginity, 
most likely conceived and had a steak dinner. And all 
before sundown. What’s an admission of love on top? 


Just take it easy girl 


“He’s working out his price, Georgia.” Vincent’s deep voice 
informs me. 


“T want you to be prepared for that. I have a lot more 
money than Rossi, and he knows it. He thinks he can hurt 
me by taking it from me. But now that I have you, money is 
just that. It’s just pieces of paper, dots on a screen.” 


“Ts that all I am now, a bargaining chip? Like something 
from your casino, worthless until it’s traded to the right 
window?” 


He frowns, his shoulders sagging as he groans out loud, 
heading back into the kitchen, coming out a moment later 
doing his pants up. 


I pout at him getting half-dressed again. 


“No Georgia, you’re not a bargaining chip, you’re my 
woman, and I won’t let you see my cock anymore if you’re 
going to talk like that.” 


I blow out a breath, feeling suddenly horrified that dad’s 
actually now a kidnap victim, then suggest calling the 
police. 


Vincent hands me the phone he crushed earlier; its internal 
workings hanging out, dangling. 


“Knock yourself out,” he says and starts to pace a little 
before he tries some more to look steamed, before he gives 
up and we both chuckle, at least until I remember that 
dad’s still out there somewhere and all we can do is wait. 


CHAPTER 13 


Vincent 


Antonius Rossi has the Italian mob behind him, but not 
exactly at his disposal. He’s the black sheep in a very 
colored flock of a family. 


He took matters into his own hands once, literally, and it 
backfired. He killed the son of a cousin, thinking he was 
doing the family a favor, but he wasn’t. 


Fast forward to my opening a casino on his patch, I wouldn’t 
roll over to his threats, instead I hired mercenaries, ex 
military guys and such, formed my own little army. 


Rossi’s family ignored his pleas for help for vengeance, and 
I grew my stake in a cutthroat business, I kept to my side of 
the street. Live and let live and all that. 


Rossi’s never lived it down. Then there was the crypto 
boom, seeing his old school mentality left behind, while me 
and a few buddies made millions into billions overnight. 
Reminds me, I owe Mitch a beer. 


Thanks for letting me in on the deal before the scrubbers 
found out about it... 


The rest as they say, is history. But not a history I can put 
behind me, not just yet. 


Now I have Georgia to consider, and her dad. 
My dad if things go to plan. 
Ha! I'll finally have a dad... fuck me. 


If I was a betting man, which I’m not, I’d wager Rossi will 
want to buy me out. Put a shitty price on my operation, then 


offer me a free pass to leave town with my girl, her dad, and 
a half billion between my legs. 


No dice. 


I never bent to his threats and I don’t plan to start today, no 
matter what he’s cooking up in his shitty little mob soup 
kitchen. 


Or, he might just want Georgia. Tit for tat. Making a difficult 
bargain impossible. It’s the kind of crap his type pull, 
thinking it’s clever to be an asshole, when in reality, it’s just 
called being an asshole. 


I shouldn’t get mad at Georgia, she’s only worried. And it’s 
a lot for anyone to take in all in one day. 


Maybe she’s right? I do feel kinda snippy after pumping her 
full of my seed. 


I hope that wears off some, the more I pump into her, which 
I plan on doing a lot of and very soon. 


“We'll do it my way, baby." I finally say to her. I could spend 
a whole week explaining things to her, or anybody. It’s just 
better, easier if we do things my way. 


The Vincent Chambers way. 


I walk over to her, holding out both hands and helping her 
up. She’s steeped long enough, plus I can tell she needs to 
pee. 


“Let’s get you to the bathroom, then 111 find something for 
you to wear, I won’t have you looking this gorgeous for the 
maintenance man when he gets here.” 


But I spoke to soon. The door chimes and I can only guess 
who it'll be. 


“C’mon, scram,” I tell Georgia, spanking her naked ass, but 
she’s scowling again. 


“Are you sure you Tre not ashamed of me, Vincent 
Chambers?” she asks scolding me. 


I check my hurt-o-meter, and I’m good. I didn’t mean it and 
she shouldn’t keep bringing it up, but what do I have to do 
to prove I’m nuts about her? Parade her naked in front of 
the whole building? 


No fucking way. Nobody sees my woman like that except 
me. 


I take her face in both my hands, kissing her lightly on the 
lips. 


“Do you wanna give the maintenance man a show?” 


She looks at her feet, “I didn’t think so, and you never will 
either. This ass belongs to me now. Nobody sees it or even 
thinks about it except me, got it?” I spank her to a squeal, 
and she prances off, happy again to do whatever it is she 
has to in the bathroom. 


I let the maintenance guy in, I’ve seen him a couple of times 
at the gym after his shift. Roy. 


“Trouble with a phone and a... glass top table, Mr. 
Chambers?” Roy parrots, proving he can read a job sheet. 


I don’t dislike Roy, no reason to. But the sudden feeling I 
get when another younger male is within spitting distance 
of my woman, I feel like I have my back up for some reason. 


“Uh...yeah.” I say, trying to sound polite. Roy’s eyes travel 
across my pecs, then to my flexing fists. 


“Everything all right. Mr. Chambers? I can come back if 
you-” 


I force a smile. “It's fine, Roy. Just took a tumble, stood up 
too fast after some crunches.” 


Roy sidles me with the ‘you're my boss and twice as ripped 
as me, sol have to submit, but given half the chance I’d 
throw you off that balcony’ look. 


I’m almost used to it, but not quite, with my woman in our 
home now. I leave him to it and go to check on Georgia. 


By the time I get to the bathroom, I hear her in the lounge, 
right where I just was, she’s gone around the other side. 


I feel my heart in my chest rattle as my fists clench all over 
again. Spinning on my heel, I storm back into the lounge 
room, my eyes are slits when I see Georgia in one of my 
robes, chatting with Roy. 


She’s covered up, but I can see her sexy shape moving 
under the silk fabric, the outline of her nipples that I just 
know Roy is eating up with his eyes. 


“T think you should let Roy do his work, baby, why don’t you 
go back into the kitchen?” I hear myself growl, Georgia’s 
face falling as she catches the dark look I’m broadcasting. 
Roy gulps and takes a step backwards, eyes darting 
towards the door. 


“Look. Mr. Chambers, I can come back if it’s...” 


Georgia rolls her eyes and tries to laugh off my look, but I 
can’t stand the thought, let alone the sight of her near 
naked like that in front of another man. 


She quickly disappears into the kitchen and I look at Roy 
again, then to the shattered phone and table he’s come to 
fix. Without another word, he gets to work, keeping his eyes 
down and on his work. 


Good boy, Roy. Just fucking keep it that way. Nobody looks 
at my woman except me, especially in my own fucking 
house. In my own fucking casino. 


CHAPTER 14 


Georgia 


“What was all that about?” I ask as Vincent comes back into 
the kitchen, an accusing look on his face. I put my arms 
around his waist, wanting him to draw me close and kiss 
me, but he’s so tense, I fear he’ll blow a gasket. I can see 
the huge vein in his neck pulsing, his face a shade of red, 
with sweat forming on his brow. 


“You 11 just respect yourself a little more in future, is all,” he 
growls. 


I open my mouth to say something, to say a Jot, but think 
better of it. I know he’s only being protective, but sheesh! 
It’s borderline obsession with Vincent. 


I guess it’s easier to just follow along. If he really thinks 
every guy in the world is gonna wanna perve on my chunky 
ass, god bless him. 


To think someone, anyone would be so possessive of me is 
very flattering. Boys never looked once, let alone twice at 
me, so I buried myself in my books instead of jocks. 


“You’re just so perfect, baby. I can’t stand the thought of 
another man even looking at you, seeing what I’ve got...” he 
finally says, calming himself down with a few breaths and 
taking a mineral water from the fridge, offering me the first 
sip, which I take gladly. 


He sucks the rest down in one go, smiling to himself, 
shaking his head. He takes both my hands, drawing me to 
him and I feel the familiar Vincent, the sexy, funny Vincent 
again. 


“We need to get you some fresh clothes. Having you 
walking around half naked is going to get me in trouble.” 
He decides aloud. 


“Once... he’s done in there, TIl call down to the boutique. 
They 1l have something nice for you to wear. What's your 
size?” 


I feel myself turning bright red, Vincent looks confused for a 
second and then leans in to kiss me quickly. 


“Maybe you can talk to them if you’d prefer. I can’t be 
picking out your clothes as well... that would be borderline 
psycho I guess.” He grins, but I’m not feeling it. 


“Maybe I can just wear what I came here in, and I’ll change 
once I get back home,” I say firmly, trying not to sound like 
a brat, but really meaning it. I don’t need Vincent, or 
anybody to dress me. 


“Because you're right,” I manage to stammer, my voice 
wavering as my lower lip trembles, “it is psycho...” 


I push past Vincent, fighting the tears I feel coming and 
trace my way back to the bathroom, locking the door 
behind me. 


How did I get here? Why did I even think I could just walk 
into a casino and win enough money to fix everything? That 
reminds me, I need to find the money to pay back the loan I 
took out myself to gamble with in the first place... 


I run the shower, and once there’s a good steam up, I slip 
out of my robe and let the hot water wash over me, trying 
to relax my mind as I consider what I should do next. 


Vincent wants to look after me, protect me, sure. But I 
won't be treated like a baby, being told how to dress and 
when to speak, when to eat. 


Fuck that. That’s slavery not romance. 


As I lather my body with soap, I catch a subtle hint of 
Vincent scent from it. I trace my hands over my body, 
something I don’t usually do if I can help it, and imagine it’s 
him, those magic hands doing their thing. 


He’s so sweet, so sexy when he wants to be. Why’s he acting 
like such a dick? 


Oh that dick though. The memory of it inside me. The very 
word in my mind, mixed with his scent on my hands, across 
my whole body. It almost makes me forget everything. 
Almost. 


I can’t live in the shower, although the hot water seems to 
last forever, something else I could easily get used to. The 
shower in my apartment barely runs a trickle on a good day. 


Losing track of time, my wrinkled fingertips and toes tell me 
how long I’ve been under. I feel suddenly awkward about 
having to face Vincent again, with all the fire gone out of me 
about what he said before. 


He’s only trying to help. 


How else can he find clothes that fit you unless he knows 
what your size, dummy? 


And... 


And a thousand other things. All perfectly sound, logical 
and some others, very illogical, sexy reasons not to run 
again, but to stay with Vincent and let him help. Let him do 
what he’s vowed to do, protect me and... did he say love me 
yet? I don’t think so, but that’s okay. That’s even more scary 
than what size are you?’ I think. Especially on the first 
date, which we technically haven’t even had, I guess. 


As soon as I shut off the shower, there's a gentle rap on the 
door. 


I know it’s him and my heart leaps at the chance to open it, 
to feel him hold me again, which he does without a word. 


He wraps me in a huge towel and holds me tight, neither of 
us Saying anything, because we don’t have to. 


CHAPTER 15 


Vincent 


There s always two sides to any problem, and once one of 
those sides is removed, yet the problem remains, look to the 
remaining factor for the real problem. 


In this case, that would be me. Georgia said her piece, 
which I respect. So why do I still feel the same, why do I feel 
like my heart’s been cut out? 


Because I’m creating the problem. 


I don’t personally manage the hundreds of employees 
under me, but I am responsible for them. Georgia’s not an 
employee, but I’m responsible for her now too. More than 
ever. 


So when I decide what I think is best for her, she’s gonna 
have something to say about it, I need to get used to that. 
ľd be worried if she just nodded her head like a zombie and 
did everything everyone told her to do. But it’s not just 
anyone, it’s me. Vincent. 


Her Vincent. 


Give her some space, big guy. Let her come around to it. 
It’s a lot to take in all in one day. 


We haven’t even had our first real date after all. 


And I don’t want to spend another minute fighting with 
Georgia. I’m supposed to be protecting her, making our 
new life together. Upsetting the queen is no good for 
mating or birthing either, so I need to get on top of my 
gentleman game, bringing it back to point, like right now. 


Using my cell, I call the boutique. It’s one of those fancy 
shops, a franchise arrangement we have with some chains 


for the mall section of the casino. I speak with the manager, 
give him the sizes from the clothes I pick up from my 
bedroom floor and tell him to hurry, picking out some nice 
things for my girl to wear. A tasteful mix. 


He’ll know what to do, that’s his job. 


She’s in the shower a long time, but I remind myself I need 
to get used to things as much as Georgia does. Maybe she 
takes long showers? Big deal. I’m glad she does, because it 
gives me time to set things right for when she’s done. 


Roy is suddenly in my field of vision again, practically 
wringing his hands, letting me know he’s done. The table’s 
like new and the phones are working again. 


“Thanks, Roy. Good job. I’ll see you in the gym sometime.” is 
all I need to say. He collects his tools and the trash and he’s 
gone in minutes. 


As soon as the door closes, the phone he’s just installed 
rings. It’s Briggs. 


“Rossi on line two, boss. He’s ready to talk.” 


I punch the flashing light and can almost feel the man’s 
hate through the phone. I clench my own hand again, but 
resolve not to break the phone this time. 


“Mr. Rossi. I understand you have something you d like to 
discuss?” I say, sounding civil and to the point. 


“T want the girl, Chambers. I got daddy, mommy’s dead, so I 
need the girl to complete my family tree. 


“Her mother’s dead?” I ask, the bottom falling out of my 
voice. 


“Yeah. That’s right.” Rossi twangs, “She died giving birth to 
your girlfriend there, heartbreaking. But not surprising. 
She’s quite the calf, in size I mean...” The handset crunches 
in my hand again. 


“You can’t have her, Rossi.” I snarl. “Just give me the old 
man, and tell me how much he owes you and we’re done. 
Those are my terms. Unless...” 


There’s a brief pause, I hear him take a puff from his 
cigarette. “Unless what...?" he asks, goading me. He sounds 
unusually cocky, but it’s late enough in the day for him to 
have opened his bottle of courage. 


“Unless you want to find out what it’s like to really piss me 
off, Rossi. I’ve let some stinking shit slide with you before, 

but not this time. The girl is under my protection now, her 
father with her.” 


He booms a smoke stained, crackling laugh. Wheezing to a 
cough as he splutters before it ends in what sounds like him 
choking. 


I wished he was. 


“You kids today... all gung ho with your code and your 
honor.” He pauses to lick his lips and I can almost see him 
wiping his eyes and face with his handkerchief in my mind. 


“T want Mr. Winters.” He says flatly, “as insurance.” 
“Insurance for what,” I ask, feeling a nasty sensation 
starting in my belly. 


“Insurance for the duration of the transfer of your share in 
the casino and all its holdings, everything. Put into my 
name, for me. The legal paperwork shouldn’t take more 
than a few days.” 


I inhale sharply but quietly. 


“And how much are you offering?” I ask, not even believing 
what he’s saying and starting to count backwards from ten, 
I’ve heard somewhere it can help with rage. 


“Ten million.” He says coolly. It’s less than a fraction of a 
percent of what I’m worth. 


If it were anyone else, any other time, I’d just hang up and 
get on with my day, but because it’s for Georgia, for her 
dad, I know I have to see this bullshit through to the end. 
I’ve promised her. The sound of running water from the 
bathroom reminds me of the fact. 


“And what’s behind door number two, Antonius? I know you 
always come to the table with two choices, like your dice 
game. 


His muffled laughter is short, breathless. He sounds sick, 
but not sick enough for my liking. 


“Or...” he continues, “You transfer fifty million to the Swiss 
account of my choosing, Winters goes free and you’ll never 
hear from me again.” 


“And I’ll never hear from you again...” I parrot, knowing 
how much crap the man is capable of containing. 


“T mean it,” he says, suddenly serious. “I’m too old for this 
shit Chambers. I want out, but I need fifty large to get out, 
catch my meaning? You don’t just walk away from the mob, 
and I need to fly before they fucking bury me. You’re not my 
last chance, but you’re the shiniest, the richest.” 


“So why should I help you?” I ask, a part of me alarmed I’m 
even considering what he’s offering. 


Fifty million. 
Georgia’s priceless and that’s peanuts in comparison. It’s 
almost too good to be true. 


“Because I’m giving you the word of a dying man, Vincent. I 
got nothing to gain really. I’m using you to get money I 
don’t have time to get myself, plain and simple. I know what 
you re worth, you can afford it...” 


I want to tell him I need to think about it, I want to tell him 
to go fuck himself, but I remember what I told Georgia just 


a short while ago, that it’s all just paper. Dots on a screen. 
What I feel when I’m with her, the life we can make 
together, that’s worth more than fifty million. It’s 
invaluable. Incalculable. 


It’s all I want. 


“Rossi.” I say dryly, sounding like a man whose about to 
hang up on a crank call. 


“What?” he spits. 


“Tm gonna need a receipt. My accountant’s a real stickler 
for that sort of thing.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Georgia 


I’m trying to speak, but Vincent just presses his mouth to 
mine every time I try to say it. He won't let me say it. 


“Don’t be sorry, baby. I was acting like an ass. We’ve got 
forever to figure this stuff out, let’s not fight on day one, 
okay?” 


I let my lips do the talking instead, and when I feel his 
hands answering in reply across my wet body, its apology 
accepted. 


“T just got clean though.” I protest, trying to sound like I 
want him to stop. 


“No, I like it better when you're all dirty” he whispers in my 
ear, shuffling us back into the shower recess with me as he 
hits the shower knob, drenching us both as I squeal. He 
flings the wet towel out away, along with his pants after he 
takes them off, and before I know it, I’m leaning forward 
against the shower wall, lifting my ass cheeks for Vincent to 
see everything, begging him to fill me again. 


“You’re just so fucking hot Georgia. I think I’m gonna come 
every time I see your body, I just wanna come deep inside 


„ 


you. 


I purr loudly, fishing behind me for his hot stiffness, which I 
feel jerk and twitch in my hand as I gasp at its size all over 
again. The smooth tip, wet from the shower and slippery 
with his own juices. 


Guiding his rod to my heat, I spread my legs wide, dipping 
my lower back and pushing my rear all the way out, giving 
Vincent what he wants. 


His hands are firm on my waist, gently guides his cock into 
me, then one moving like silk across my back, up to my 
chest, bouncing in time with his rhythmic thrusts. He grips 
my left tit and squeezes it until I moan, flicking the hard 
nipple which sends an electric jolt through my body, down 
to my aching clit. 


“Don’t be shy Vincent,” I tease him, “I’m not a virgin 
anymore, you can fuck me like an animal..” I gasp and 
Vincent stops only long enough for my words to register, 
before I feel him thrush sharply back in, swelling to what 
feels like two of him, and starts to rotate his hips, pressing 
against my most sacred center until I hear myself 
whimpering his name as I clench onto his rod, gushing my 
first climax over his rigid cock and balls. 


“Me neither,” I hear Vincent grunt from behind me, 
pounding me like there’s nothing else on earth he’d rather 
be into. “I thought ľd last longer the first time... but then 
again... you’re so fucking... hot!” 


I feel his weight pushing me forward, pushing him into me 
further than ever, making me swear as my knees start to 
shake uncontrollably, extending the first wave of climax into 
a series of shorter blasts, each one heightened and 
amplified with every one of his hot spurts. His own seed 
starting to fill me once again. 


Wave after wave of shuddering pleasure grips us both and 
at one point I feel Vincent’s seed running out of me, down 
my leg. There’s so much of it. I clench my pussy, knowing 
he’d want to me to do all I can to keep him inside me, to 
start the next generation, for both of our sakes. For our 
own family. 


I want to turn and hug him, to have him hold me, but 
Vincent’s not done. I feel his stiffness still hard, drawing 
another low growl from me as I realize he means business 


this time. My legs are so weak though, I’m shaking so badly 
I groan in relief when I feel his strong legs bracing mine, as 
he takes my arms behind my back, his own strength holding 
them and me upright like a rag doll as he starts his next 
round inside me. 


It gives me the best most intimate and secure feeling, to 
know that, for whatever reason; I was Vincent’s first time 
too. I think he might’ve just said it to make me feel better, 
but when I consider the look in his eyes, his trembling 
hands and genuine concern for my feelings, I know it’s the 
truth. 


Two virgins, finding each other, making it right and 
discovering just how good it feels to find the missing part of 
themselves in this life. 


Like a key in a lock, Vincent’s the perfect fit, in every 
possible way, and I surprise both of us again by swiftly 
climaxing again. One that sees me jerk and shake, swear 
and moan, shiver and writhe all the way to Vincent’s next 
load, which feels more intense, hot and copious than his 
first. 


With both of us spent for now anyway, I enjoy Vincent some 
more as he holds me up in the shower, washing me all over 
and showering me with his kisses. A kiss on each part, he 
tells me, of my body that he’s sworn to protect and look 
over forever. 


Running my hands over Vincent’s incredible body, which I 
just can’t get enough of, I can’t help but notice the huge 
differences between us, even though we feel like such a 
perfect fit together. 


“T think I’m carrying the body fat god meant for you too,” I 
joke, but he won't hear it. He hates it when I talk like that, 
so I tell myself not to think like that anymore. 


“I don’t, I couldn’t see you any other way, Georgia,” he says 
seriously, holding my face in his hands. 


“No two people are the same, physically or otherwise, and 
when I look at you, I see all of you, not just a body, all right? 
So, please. Stop putting yourself down.” He says, trying not 
to sound annoyed. 


“It’s just gonna take some time, Vincent,” I remind him. “I’m 
used to being on my own, used to feeling however I feel. 
Suddenly having Mr. Amazing in my life is an adjustment. 


“And having Mrs. Amazing is the best thing that’s ever 
happened to me,” is all he’ll say, kissing my forehead and 
leaving it at that. 


I can’t help feeling a tingle of excitement, nerves and 
maybe even dread, at the way he intones the word Mrs., 
though... 


CHAPTER 17 


Vincent 


I smile proudly. Georgia doesn’t even need me to tell her or 
ask her. She makes sure she gets a fresh robe on, then goes 
and lays down on my bed, even making a point of lifting her 
trembling legs high into the air for me. 


“Tell me when I’m done, will ya! Tell me when the baby’s 
made.” she hollers. 


It makes me laugh, we both do, but it’s a serious business 
for me, she was right. I am taking this whole baby thing way 
too seriously, because I want it so bad, I want her so bad. I 
want the family I never had so bad that it hurts to even 
consider my life without it anymore. 


At any cost? 


Damn straight. I still say fifty mill is a bargain price, 
providing shit lips keeps to his end of the deal. I think he 
will though, something about him sounded different, like he 
really meant it about wanting to get clear of the mob and 
live out whatever life he has left in peace and quiet. 


I think that’s all any of us want in the end. 


My idea of peace? A house full of babies, kids of all ages, 
shapes and sizes, running free and having mommy and 
daddy there to help them every step of the way through this 
crazy thing called life. The life we’ll give them. The life we’ll 
teach them how to make better for themselves and others. 


“Are you gonna take a nap, honey?” I ask Georgia, sticking 
my head around the door into the bedroom, but she’s 


already asleep, knees up and her lips blowing tiny 
raspberries as she sleeps. 


I watch her as long as I dare, before the urge to crawl in 
next to her comes over me. I know where that would lead, 
so I tear myself away, into the lounge again; stabbing the 
phone as I catch a glimpse of my toweled torso in the 
reflection of the glass opposite. Sun’s getting low. But it 
feels like mine’s just starting to come up, for once. 


“Briggs, get accounting on the phone will you. I need an 
escrow deposit for Switzerland. Rossi will be in touch with 
the details, but I need it in the pipeline, pronto for fifty 
million.” 


Briggs is quiet, and I think for a minute that Roy hasn’t 
done a very good job with the phone after all, but it turns 
out Briggs is just stunned at the figure I’ve agreed to pay 
Rossi to make our little problem go away. 


To get Mr. Winters back so Georgia has a dad again and we 
can both get on with our lives. 


“Are you sure that’s a good idea, Sir,” Briggs says, and I 
sense his mood, he’s a little overprotective of me 
sometimes, truth be told. 


“Go ahead,” I say grinning, “Tell me it’s a dumb idea...” 


“It’s the worst idea, Sir. And if I could just add something 
else, speaking plainly?” 


“Go ahead,” I drawl, feeling my back getting up already. 
“since you "ve hooked up with that... girl... your mind 
seems to have gone from the casino floor... well... It seems 


to have gone from your respectable job as boss here... with 
us...to being balls deep up inside that fat girl’s cunt!” 


I hear him panting, his pent up anger dispensed. He’s really 
told me what he thinks. Grinding my jaw, fighting the urge 


to give him some back, I continue. Making an on the spot 
decision that I trust beyond all else. 


“That brings me to the second thing, Briggs. Have HR draft 
a contract for Ms. Winters’ employment. She’s your new 
boss. ľd like you to jot down what you said just now, 
because I have; and have yourself read it back to her when 
you reapply to keep your position with us here at 
Chambers... [11 be sitting in on that interview to see that 
you do. Anything else? Good didn’t think so. Let me know 
when the escrow deposit is ready. I expect Rossi to call back 
directly.” 


I hang up to the sound of his whizzing, backpedaling. 
Pleading. Begging. 


Briggs is the best. At security, but I won’t have him talking 
about Georgia like that, plus I was trying to find a way to 
make her stay here more permanent. What better way than 
making her joint head of operations, with me? 


Perfect! 


I don’t expect Briggs to call back begging. He knows me 
better than that, and he also knows I’m not faking. He 1I be 
scrambling to do everything I’ve asked, not because he 
wants to, but because I told him too. He has some honor, 
more than he has diplomacy, by the looks. He can stay on, 
but hell need to learn his lesson. 


I think I’ll let Georgia decide actually. It’s her casino now, 
too. 


Going back into the bedroom, the sweet sound of her 
sleeping is music to my ears, knowing she’ll have a baby 
growing in her soon, if not already. 


Everyone has their hang ups, and until Georgia came along, 
I didn’t realize my own virginity was one of mine. I always 
thought that saving yourself for the right person was all 


that mattered. I’m pretty sure she feels the same way, I just 
wish she’d ease up on her self-image. Truth? It’s my own 
self-image that kept me from giving myself away before Ms. 
Right came along. The cheap, easy lays and meaningless 
fucks on offer throughout my whole life just reinforced what 
I knew, that someday she’d come along. 


And hearing her purr like a kitten in my bed, I almost choke 
at how special it makes me feel. 


Realizing too, I need to capitalize on the timing of my 
angel’s nap, I rush to flip open my laptop. Punching in the 
necessary search for my next urgent requirement. It’s a big 
decision, and I go with my heart not my head. The sound of 
the door again has me figuring her wardrobe has arrived, 
which it has. 


I have the rack wheeled in, which I’ll take into our room 
later. For now, she needs her rest and although I try to 
leave her be, I still can’t help creeping up the hall 
occasionally to her little sounds as she sleeps. 


CHAPTER 18 


Georgia 


l’ve had solid naps, good dreams, even wet dreams. But 
nothing comes close to the sleep I get after being taken by 
Vincent. Waking up in his bed, with his scent on me now, as 
well as all around me filling my senses before I can even 
think. It’s like waking from the best dream into the living 
fantasy. 


I slept after our shower, or rather, I collapsed from being 
absolutely stuffed senseless. I’ve never known such a 
pleasing ache and there s still a tingle at the thought of him 
pounding away inside me again. 


I can’t wait. 


A part of me wants to sit up, startled at the darkness from 
the window. The city stretching across the horizon is really 
just waking up too, so I let the worry go, for once in a long 
time and enjoy the view. Vincent said to trust him, and I do. 


The niggling angst about dad is still there, always will be 
until I know he’s safe, but Vincent knows more about, well 
everything compared to me and I just know he’s doing all 
he can on that front. 


Thinking of the big man, where is he? I want him here, with 
me in bed, but I can hear his deep voice, echoing off the 
marble from the lounge, doing his thing I guess. He’s like a 
machine. Always doing what needs to be done, always with 
the right intentions. 


The perfect machine, in so many ways. I purr at the very 
thought again, moving my slipperiness between my legs to 
remind myself of him inside me, remembering the dream I 
had. 


We weren’t in the casino, but on a farm somewhere, out in 
the country. There was lots of space, clean air, and lots of 
kids and animals. And there was Vincent, looking like a 
cowboy in his felt hat, no shirt on and blue jeans hugging 
his tight ass and bulge so tight it almost made me jealous 
not be worn by him, but I was. Just like in real life, he took 
me, claimed me as his own once we“d settled the kids down 
for the night to sleep. 


Waking with the faint, half memory of that dream, I can’t 
help but wonder if it’s just wishful thinking, or am I really 
seeing the future? 


I see something new in the room, something I’m sure 
wasn’t there before and like a little kid on Christmas eve, I 
assume it must be for me, and take a look. And sure 
enough, it surely must be. 


A rack full of clothes, from casual slacks and tracks pants, to 
a figure hugging gown, which looks way too expensive to 
try on, so I leave it. I just know these clothes are for me, the 
size is the same as the clothes I always wear, not something 
a Stallion like Vincent would have a whole rack of lying 
about his house, I’m sure. 


I pick out a simple skirt and a nice loose, low cut blouse, 
with some matching pumps. It’s comfy and looks elegant 
too. I feel like I can face the world or just hang out in this. 
It’s nicer than anything I’ve owned for ages and beats 
loafing around in a robe with my ass hanging out, looking 
like an emergency patient. 


Feeling a little like I’m going on stage or something, I 
nervously walk out into the lounge area after fixing my hair 
ten different ways, before deciding to leave it how it was for 
Vincent. He’s on the phone, his face lighting up when I walk 
in the room, and he holds out his muscular arm to pull me 


in close to him as he keeps talking, taking a second to kiss 
the top of my head before he finishes his call. 


“... Thanks Paul. Like I say, I’ll give you the final clearance on 
that to release the funds when I have what I need on my 
end, but it’s good to know it went off without a hitch. Okay, 
talk soon, bye...” 


I look up at him, awed by his handsome jawline, thick chest 
and muscular arms. Awed by his everything. He looks better 
every time I see him. 


“How did you sleep, Angel?” he asks, genuinely interested, 
“you found something to wear all right? I won’t even ask 
about it. Just tell me if it’s all good or not and we ll fix any 
problem.” 


“Everything’s perfect, Vincent, thank you.” 
He frowns, giving me a serious look. 


“You don’t thank me, baby. I give so you enjoy, and you 
relax. That’s how it should be. Soooo, how ‘bout something 
to eat? I just ordered us some food...I don’t feel like 
cooking.” 


I’m starving again, but the food can wait. Vincent reads the 
look in my eyes and his own are broadcasting such a mixed 
signal of intensity, arousal and excitement, I don’t know 
whether to worry, hitch my skirt up or just smile. 


“Tve been working while you were asleep.” He says, trying 
not to smile. I figure he might have overworked himself. Or 
maybe had too much coffee or something. 


“Everything all right,” I ask. “Any news about dad?” 


As soon as I mention my dad, his face grows serious, but he 
can’t hold it for very long before he smiles again, almost 
laughing, which kind of unsettles me a bit. 


“Vincent” 


“Sorry baby. You 11 have to wait a bit longer, that’s all, 
remember what I said?” 


“Yeah, yeah!” I almost bark, “Truuuuussssstt meeeee.” 


And Vincent grabs me before I can storm off again, catching 
me before my temper catches hold instead. Turning me 
around, he kisses me softly, to which I reply with an 
aggressive, almost biting kiss, which makes him more 
excited than ever and he lifts me up off the ground, biting 
my neck while his hand goes up my blouse, straight onto 
one of my pleasure points he knows makes me melt like 
warm butter in his hands. 


“Settle down, Georgia. Don’t get me all excited before our 
guests arrive...” he says teasingly, forcing himself to set me 
down and fighting his own urge to claim me all over again. 


“Guests?” I hear myself saying. “I thought you ordered 
food...” 


“T did,” he grins, “do you want to set the table, or are you 
just gonna-” 


Just then, I hear the door chime and Vincent puts a finger to 
my lips, asking me to go wait in the kitchen until he calls 
me. 


I do as he says, but come rushing out a few minutes later 
when I hear my dad’s voice. He’s shouting. 


When I get to the doorway of the lounge room, he looks me, 
square in the eyes, as his right hook travel up to connect 
with Vincent’s face. 


CHAPTER 19 


Vincent 


I see, then feel his right hook and I figure I owe him at least 
that much. After all, I have just taken his daughter, and 
technically made him my fifty million dollar bitch. But [m a 
little disappointed. 


I thought he had more. He’s built like he should have more 
than that in his right hook. 


His second punch connects better, but it’s still not enough 
to move me. I’ve taken heavier hits from the tax office. 


“You done?” I ask, trying to sound polite, but there’s some 
gravel in my voice. 


John Winters is holding his hand like it’s broken, which it 
might be. I hold up my hand to stop Briggs, who’s just 
cottoned on to the fact I’m under attack, and then I shoot 
Georgia a similar look, which she obeys, stopping in her 
tracks after crying out the obligatory Daddy! ’ in a loud 
voice. 


I’m sure as any man it crossed his mind, that there’s always 
a price to pay for being saved. And Georgia’s dad is no 
different. Without having ever met me, he assumes because 
I have his daughter in my care, and that he’s no doubt 
heard from the security detail, people like Briggs, that I 
have indeed torn her a new one, he thinks that maybe I 
don’t have her best interests at heart. 


But I do. And then some. 


“All right, Briggs. I got it from here,” I dismiss him, eyeing 
him severely to remind him he still has his job interview 
with my new business partner to contend with. 


“And you,” I say, starting to feel less than friendly towards 
Mr. Winters, “Sit!” Which he does. I don’t stop Georgia from 
rushing over to him, it’s only natural she wants to hug her 
father after all he’s been through. 


But she doesn’t. She lurches to a strut, right up to him, and 
as he looks up at her she slaps him square across the face. 


I feel my cock twitch, witnessing a newfound and very 
arousing side to my girl. One that I promise myself to 
explore further, at the nearest opportunity. 


Atta girl. 


Winters isn’t a small man, about six three, a few inches 
shorter than me, he’s wiry but not exactly lean. His arms 
and legs are like thick strings, fused to a once muscular 
core which has the weather beaten look of a construction 
foreman who’s done his time outdoors, mixed with the 
midsection and man tits that only good living can bring. 


He has deep, clear blue eyes which betray his body 
language. I can see instantly how he would be a prime 
sucker for loan sharks. He’s too damned honest, and spooks 
easy. It’s written all over him. 


“T guess I deserved that,” he says to Georgia in a low voice. 
His voice is deep, gravelly, like the materials he works with 
every day. 


“T’ve been so worried, daddy.” Georgia manages. 


“Vincent. Mr. Chambers, he’s bent over backwards to get 
you back here safe and sound... and all you can do to repay 
him is to throw punches at him? What’s fucking wrong with 
you dad?” 


Winters moves to stand, but I shake my head. To make 
things easier, I sit down opposite him, motioning Georgia 
with my hand to do the same, showing her the place next to 
her dad, which she takes. 


“Just tell me it ain’t so.” Winters says, “Tell me the shit that 
grease ball was spitting isn’t true! Tell me you haven’t been 
having your way with my daughter!” 


He pinches the space between his brows as soon as he sees 
the look I give Georgia, and the look she gives me. Neither 
of us needs to say a word. 


It’s so Mr. Winter’s. It’s very so. 


“First things first, Mr. Winters,” I say in my best business 
voice. 


“T can send you back to be Mr. Rossi’s guest, or I can help 
you get back on your feet. I made a particular... 
arrangement with Mr. Rossi, who’s expecting my say so on 
my end of the bargain. If you’re to stay here, with us, it 
would be a good idea to start showing some manners.” 


Winters scowls and Georgia gives him a look like she’s 
gonna hit him again. But she knows me well enough to 
know I can handle it and keeps quiet, which makes me love 
her all the more for it. 


“Thank you” Winters spits, “Thank you very much...” 


I tilt my head in acknowledgement. If I was in his shoes, ľd 
still be swinging punches, but that’s just me. Everybody’s 
different. 


Georgia opens her mouth to speak, but closes it again, 
crossing her legs and pumping her foot furiously instead, 
looking at the ceiling. 


“All right, that’ll do. I guess” I say, clearing my throat and 
feeling the palms of my hands sweat at what I have to say 
next. 


“I won't lie about it, Winters. I’ve taken Georgia as my girl. 
I’ve claimed her as my own.” 


His eyes darken and Georgia flushes. I stand at this point, 
wanting to be ready if he decides to have another go at me. 
I won't let that right hook reach me a third time. 


“TIl say it to you both, because I know, despite your own 
foolishness, you have a deep love and respect for one 
another as father and daughter,” to which each of them 
looks down, reddening at the facts spoken aloud. 


“Tm going to marry your daughter. Mr. Winters. And you re 
going to give me your blessing. Be the best man and give 
her away, the whole nine yards.” 


I register his look of didn’t see that coming, but decide to 
continue with my speech anyway, turning my attention to 
Georgia. 


“And you, young lady... I love you more than there’s shiny 
lights in this whole damned city. You walked into my life and 
I’m not gonna let you go, not tonight. Not ever. I want you 
to marry me Georgia and be the mother of our children. I 
want to give you and ours the life you’ve probably only 
dreamed of... the life I know I’ve dreamed of with you.” 


I swallow, and notice the lights going on in Winters’s mind, I 
get down on one knee, producing the small velvet box, 
which arrived by express delivery not too long ago. Opening 
it, the glimmer of light from the box lighting Georgia’s eyes 
and face like nothing else. It’s a look I want to see repeated 
every day for the rest of my life. 


“T love you Georgia Winters, and I want to make it official. 
Will you marry me?” 


The silence is deafening. For a second it feels like she hasn’t 
heard me. 


I’m two feet away, how could she not hear me? 


I hear Winters clearing his throat, then see him looking 
over at her, his eyes straining as if fighting to keep quiet. 


“Yes” Georgia whispers and slowly stands, letting me slip 
the ringer onto her finger before I stand to kiss her like I’ve 
never kissed her before. Sealing my vow to have her, to 
protect and honor her. Sealing our love with the only word 
that matters. 


She said yes. 


CHAPTER 20 


Georgia 


I want to ask how and why, but my heart can only say yes. 
The ring? I’ve never even seen such a big diamond. This 
thing looks like it was just lifted from a museum of natural 
treasures. My dad’s fainted. I feel faint. But looking into 
Vincent’s eyes, with his ring on my finger and his seed in my 
belly. I’m the happiest I know I’ll ever be. Until the babies 
start coming that is. 


But, the questions remain and I’m a pain in the ass for 
details. There’s so much I want, no, need to know about 
how he got dad back, and why on earth he’d propose after 
we haven’t even known each other for a full day. 


Vincent, in his true Vincent style isn’t having any of it. 
There’s mineral water in an ice bucket out on the balcony, 
along with the food he ordered, keeping warm with the 
magic of five star casino service. 


“Ts he gonna be okay?” he asks, jutting his chin towards my 
dad, who’s head I prop up on a pillow and grab some ice 
from the bucket, wrapping his hand in it with an oversized 
napkin, hoping he will be. 


“Ts he all right though, Vincent? Are we safe? What deal did 
you make, exactly? I feel like we might have jumped out of 
the pan into the fire here... I mean... was it money, what are 
we talking...?” 


Vincent brushes my question away with a hand, hooking the 
other around my waist and kissing me deeply. 


“Tt’s not something you need to know.” He says seriously, 
“and your dad, he can go home if he wants, but I have a 


little building project in mind I think he might want to hear 
about...once he wakes up, that is,” 


“Building what?” I ask skeptically. “Your dream home,” 
Vincent adds softly with a sly wink. 


We sit outside on the huge balcony overlooking the pool. 
The food is delicious and plentiful, but I have no idea what 
I’m eating. It could be the five star stuff or it could be burnt 
oatmeal, it wouldn’t matter. I’m on a trance watching 
Vincent’s every move. The flash of his eyes as the sparkling 
water, the diamond and the night lights of the city glow 
inside them. 


When dad comes to, Vincent arranges for the casino doctor 
to take a look at his hand, with strict instructions for him to 
be put up in the best suite, with whatever he wants. 
Emphasis on the ‘we are not to be disturbed’ that’s 
murmured into the staff’s ears as were finally left alone. 


Returning to the balcony, Vincent serves us both gelato in 
little cups and we sit with our feet in the pool. 


“So, Georgia. Tell me a little about yourself. I don’t really 
feel I even know that much about you...” 


I punch his arm and he pretends it really hurts. 


“Oh, y’know,” I play along. “I'm pretty boring really. I keep 
to myself, read mostly. But think I might have a future asa 
craps player somehow. Maybe a pro gambler?” 


“Really!” exclaims Vincent, “I always pegged you for the 
quiet type, but never a hustler. Maybe you’re more the 
smooth, quiet type. The one who plays like she’s losing until 
the last play, where she doubles down and wins the whole 
casino?” 


“Something like that,” I laugh quietly. I have no idea what 
I’m talking about now and in a way, feel more out of my 
league than ever, but Vincent’s arm around me is his own 


way of saying we’re making our own league from now on. 
That I don’t have to conform to any bullshit stereotypes. 


“Me?” he says, unasked, “I’m a romantic at heart. I like 
quiet nights in, soft lights and lots of slow lovemaking, and 
breakfast in bed...” 


“T like the sounds of that?” I chime, “You must’ve been real 
lonely up here, all by yourself,” I say. 


“T wasn’t lonely baby, just waiting. I can see that now, I was 
waiting for you,” he leans in and kisses me softly, humming 
suddenly as he remembers something. 


“TIl be right back!” he says, jumping up, “just gotta make a 
quick call, you stay here... look at the light!” he says 
absently, pointing out to the cityscape before rushing inside. 


I feel a pang of ill ease but reason he must have things to do 
around the clock, he does have a whole casino to run after 
all. 


I turn back to look inside a few times and see him pacing, 
speaking into the phone, smiling back at me, making huge 
sweeps of his giant hands in the air. 


After what I guess are a few calls, he comes back out, 
whistling to himself and with a definite spring in his step. 


“You look like the happiest casino owner in Vegas,” I quip. 


“Tam,” He says refilling my gelato and touching the 
freezing spoon to my nose before kissing it clean. 


“T just had to finalize things with your dad’s debtor. It’s all 
done now, Georgia, he won’t be bothering you or your 
father ever again.” He says, with a more serious edge in his 
voice. 


“How do you know?” I ask, almost suspiciously, “ Vincent? 
What did you do?” 


He sighs loudly, putting his arm around me again, “I told 
you baby, I just took care of business. It’s what I do. All you 
need to do is plan your dream wedding. All your dad needs 
to do is show up to work tomorrow... or the next day. He’s 
my new builder.” 


He’s looking into the skyline, out and up, then around. 
“What are you looking for?” I ask. 


“Oh! That reminds me,” he continues, “you’re due at work 
first thing tomorrow too, so we’d better get an early night,” 
he grins, pinching me gently under my blouse. My face is a 
giant question mark. 


I don’t even have a job. 


“You do now,” he says, reading my mind again, “You re my 
new casino operations manager... in training. You have an 
interview with Briggs at nine o’ clock.” 


I hear myself groan, “Is he interviewing me?” 


“No baby, you’re interviewing him. He’s trying to keep his 
job. 111 let you two sort things out in the morning... hey 
look! There it is, over there.” he points to a spot on the 
horizon and then, after a few seconds, there’s an explosion. 
The whole sky lights up with fireworks. 


“The timing’s a bit off, but hey...” he says, and we watch the 
whole show until the grand finally, a giant heart explodes 
with the words Marry me Georgia’ in the center. 


“T love you Georgia,” I hear him say, my own field of vision 
suddenly blurred with tears of joy. 


“T love you too, Vincent, and yes. The answer is always yes!” 


EPILOGUE 


Vincent 
Four years later 


“Jaxon. Did you just poop again? I just changed you.” I 
growl, getting down on all fours myself and charging the 
little man, racing him until I finally scoop him and his poopy 
behind up into my arms, kissing his face and tickling him 
with my beard. 


It doesn’t matter though Il just change him again. 


“Lord knows what that woman’s feeding you,” I joke, 
pretending not to notice Georgia as she comes into the 
playroom, rubbing her belly. Pregnant with number four. ‘A 
Chambers in the chamber...’, as I always Say, ‘is the only 
way to be’. Most days she agrees with me. The rest of the 
time, I’m on diaper duty. 


“They get the best nature has to offer,” she scolds me 
jokingly, lifting her shirt and letting her huge swollen 
breasts free. My eyes widen at the sight and I growl 
instantly, flashing her the hunger in my eyes, but she 
smacks me away playfully with her hand. 


“It’s feeding time at the zoo, daddy. Go do something else 
while mommy feeds her little monkeys.” 


“Hear that kids? Nothing but the best, and I couldn’t agree 
more,” I say softly, blowing her a kiss before I scoop up 
numbers one Jaxon, two Skyler and three John in my arms, 
cradling them like the treasures they are. 


They shout out when they see what mom’s got. They’re 
hungry and I’m amazed that Georgia not only keeps up, but 
doesn’t mind a bit feeding two by breast and one witha 


spoon. Jaxon’s eating his own food now but sometimes he 
still looks longingly at the milk fountain. 


“T know buddy, I know,” I say to him, listening to slurping 
and those little baby sounds kids make when they’re getting 
mommy’s milk. 


Jaxon makes a noise with his food on his lips and I offer to 
help with his spoon so mommy can get more comfortable. 
For once Georgia obliges and she settles down into the 
large couch, a baby at each breast and I zoom spoonful 
after spoonful of pureed vegetables into Jaxon’s mouth, 
counting them off as I go. 


“Once the kids are sleeping baby...” I start, warning her 
without looking. 


“Well,” she responds, her voice getting husky as she too 
refuses to take her eyes of our babies, “it’s not like you 
could make me any more pregnant, is it? You could make 
whoopee all day and it wouldn’t make them grow any 
faster.” 


We started using words that are more kid friendly around 
the house. I had no idea how much I swore until Jaxon’s 
first unofficial word (before his mom could hear him), 
started with the letter F. Things changed pretty darned 
quick after that and thankfully, he forgot it as quickly as he 
picked it up. 


“I know darlin’, but when you tease me like this, flashing 
your sexy chest in the middle of the day... a man gets 
urges... strong urges.” 


“You had plenty last night, Vincent,” she reminds me, “and 
this morning if my memory serves me right.” she says, 
laughing to herself. 


With Jaxon finished I clean up his face and hands, then 
airplane him over to mommy for his kiss before I settle 


down with him myself, nuzzled down next to his mother. 
We’ll most likely all have a little snooze on the couch, or the 
kids will go in their cots while mommy and daddy snuggle, 
make whoopee or just look at each other. It’s about as 
hectic as life gets for either of us at the moment. 


I get daily updates from the casinos. Yes, we bought or 
rather, built another one. Something for the kids’ future. 
Guaranteeing they 1l always have everything they need. At 
the rate we’re reproducing Chambers though, we might all 
be moving in. Might need the room. 


The house her dad John built for us was everything Georgia 
wanted. It has all the practical stuff for the kids, but it’s cool 
in the summer and warmer in the cold nights. John has 
moved up in the world too, he manages and co-owns the 
construction company we started. First job was our home, 
the next job was the other casino. John took it all in stride 
and still tells anyone who'll listen that it was him who set 
me and his daughter up. Cupid’s alter ego. 


And in a way, I guess he did. 


I found out John was not too much older than me when he 
fathered Georgia either, so having a dad of my own now, by 
Marriage anyway, plus someone who I can call a true friend 
is kinda awesome. Age is just a number. I never got to 
return the two punch favor he gave me either, but probably 
just as well for his sake. 


Me? I could pitch a tent anywhere and be happy with my 
family. When I think I spent all those years working, serving 
time as I call it now, I was waiting. Waiting for all the 
beautiful gifts to come to me in the form of these wonderful 
children and my favorite soul, Georgia. 


My Wife. 


The family I missed out on and the hole it left behind, I now 
fill every day, with my wife, our children and love. My family. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Georgia 
Ten years later 


“Jaxon... Emily... Zak... Quick! Places everyone!” 


I can hear Skyler ‘backstage’, coordinating the others as 
they get ready for their premier performance... ‘How 
Mommy met Daddy’. 


There’s some music from one of their phones as a 
soundtrack. The lights having been dimmed a little. The 
cardboard sign by the makeshift stage is lit by a flashlight, 
and has the name of their play all painted up, some of it still 
running, which Vincent points out, whispering how super 
cute that is. 


The sheet curtain pulls back, catching on the rail and 
collapsing, but we pretend not to notice, all the actors are 
in their places and also ignore the first show hiccups. The 
flashlight held up by tape also collapses, but the show must 
go on. 


Jaxon play his dad, Vincent, “Because I’m oldest...” he 
explains, making Vincent laugh quietly, and Emily, plays me, 
Mommy. 


The set is just a few chairs, a table and sheets from their 
beds, but their heartfelt dialogue and effort into the five 
minute production is enough to have both Vincent and me 
choking back tears, while delivering hearty applause and 
cheers at the end. 


The story is kinda how it happened, except for the mob 
being payed-off and Mommy playing crap at craps... oh and 
pretty much everything apart from the meeting daddy at 


the casino part, but it’s just so adorable that Vincent has a 
tear on his cheek. The only time I ever see him cry, except 
for when we have a new addition to the family, is when they 
pull stuff like this. All on their own and always from the 
heart. 


They hear Vincent and I telling each other about the day we 
met so often, it’s kind of a relief and very funny to see their 
take on it. Jaxon is a born actor and amps his part up, while 
Emily forgets her lines and he has to whisper them to her 
while all the other kids, Skyler, Tate, Jonah, Cory, Nate and 
Sasha all have their own parts to play. Cory doing a dead- 
ringer impression of my dad. 


But right at the end, just when I think I can’t hold back the 
tears of sweet joy and love I feel for my babies, they all look 
at Vincent, who’s down on one knee again, asking me to 
marry him all over again. 


“It’s been ten years, angel face. And these little guys 
weren’t there. We talked about it and they wanna be there 
this time... will you? Will you marry me again?” He chokes 
out, his lips trembling and his hands shaking as I take one 
of the cheese rings he’s holding out, the ones the kids put 
up as an engagement ring in the play (as well as audience 
snacks). 


It’s a little soggy but fits perfectly, and all I can do is mouth 
the word ‘yes’ until I actually squeak it through the 
emotions I have, for Vincent, for all of them. 


The date isn’t set and there’s no preacher, so Jaxon decides 
he can officiate (until we have a real one). 


“We can have a wedding every week!” he shouts excitedly, 
with a really? Look from his dad helping him to simmer 
down enough to perform the ceremony, which we do under 
the kids’ direction, center stage under a flashlight spotlight, 
held expertly by Skyler. 


I have to say, my own wedding day before the kids, I was a 
bundle of nerves, but the second and even third time 
around, we had the real preacher come out the week after 
with a small gathering, some eight hundred people, I’m just 
as nervous. Looking into Vincent’s eyes as he recites the 
exact same vows he gave me on our first wedding day. 


“...I promise to protect, nurture and support you, and to 
love you and serve you, always.” 


“And I, Georgia Winters-Chambers, promise to serve you, 
honor you and provide you with the family and love, trust 
and joy that I know we can share together, for the rest of 
our lives...” 


KKK 


I never get sick of hearing it. The most incredible man, the 
most incredible people, our kids, telling me they love me a 
dozen times a day. 


What's not to love? 


Being married to the same man, the most perfect man in 
every way, three times now. I feel like the luckiest woman 
alive, with eight perfect, healthy and happy kids, and 
another two on the way. The twins were a surprise I told 
Vincent about later that night after the kid’s performance. 
We both knew I was pregnant again, but Vincent being 
Vincent, and as much as he loves the kids, he always wanted 
twins. Now he’s talking about having triplets now. 


“Let’s just have the twins first, okay?” I suggest, holding his 
hand over mine as we both feel them starting to move 
around. 


“Tt’s the best feeling, isn’t it babe? Creating a new life, 
knowing they’ll have nothing but love and support every 
step of the way...” his eyes mist over and I can tell he’s 


thinking about his original motivation for being the world’s 
greatest dad, because he never had one. 


But now, it’s all about the special little people that are 
growing inside me. The kids always shout and cheer at the 
news of new arrivals, and Jaxon, just like his dad, is already 
talking triplets now too. 


I see so much of Vincent in the kids sometimes, other times, 
they’re like little mini me’s. Reminding me of how funny I 
look when I get mad, or how smart I really am, if I just get 
out of my own way and give myself the chance. 


“Tt’ll have to become a regular thing then,” Vincent says 
with finality, “the wedding thing. We can’t have the kids 
growing up, half of them being there, half of them not. It’ll 
be like a Chamber’s holiday, our wedding anniversary will 
have to be another wedding every year... babe?” 


I’m trying to get air from laughing so hard. I can’t breathe 
because I know, with no uncertainty, that Vincent is dead 
serious and will make this ‘thing’ happen from now on. Not 
for his own benefit, either, but for me and especially for the 
kids. 


“What?” he says, waiting for me to share the joke, which it 
isn’t. It’s the sweetest man in the world, thinking the 
sweetest things about the ones he loves above all else. 


“T love you honey,” is all I say, sitting in his lap and nestling 
into his big arms as he squeezes me tight, minding my belly. 


“T love you too Georgia, like the first day we met, every 
day.” 


“And every night!” I squeal, feeling his hand riding up 
under my top, his favorite way of saying what we both can’t 
stop thinking or breathing. 


I love you. 


My Love. My Casino man. 
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